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MANOEUVRED 


It had been thoughtless. What on earth 
could have possessed her to have 
behaved so badly. And in front of 
witnesses. The shock of her reaction 
to a senior officer had not come home 
until a few seconds immediately after 
the startled officer had called for an 
escort to take Lorraine to a place of 
custody and safe keeping 


It was so out of character too. Louise 
was at the best of times a level headed 
type and her career in the Service had 
been well mapped out. Her father, a 
retired high ranking officer, having no 
son, was glad when Louise had told 
him she was going into the Army, The 
whole family had sighed with relief to 
think that the paternal parent was seen 


to be well pleased and they had given 
her a great send off when she 
transformed from civilian dress to 
uniform. She had done well too. Her 
officer potential had been recognised 
and she was already well on the way 
to proving to the family that she would 
be able to make the grade. 


Then came that terrible lapse in her 
well ordered lifestyle. She just blew a 
fuse and her hand had come out to land 
a severe spank on the face of an officer 
of the day. Some of the other girls in 
the barrack room had seen it happen 
The whole immediate aftermath had 
been somewhat hazy after that. One 
minute she was in the barrack room and 
the next she was in the Guard House. 


It was a Court Martial offence. Dismiss 
the service together with time inside a 
glasshouse for assault and battery. She 
would be given no option in the mat- 
ter. She knew that normally one would 
be given a choice of the C.O’s punish- 
ment or trial by Court Martial. Not tl 
time. The regulations were most 
speci Insubordination was one 
thing, to actually lash out and land 
one’s hand on the face of an officer was 
an entirely different kettle of fish. 
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As she sat stewing in her own misery, 
the door was unlocked. ‘You are to 
report to the Regulations Co-ordinator 
at eighteen hundred hours. Best parade 
uniform.” A stiff poker faced Regimen- 


tal Policeman told her 


She was surprised that the door was left 
open indicating that she was free to 
return to her room and prepare for the 
Default Parade 


Louise could not stop trembling. Her 
stomach was so emotionally twisted 
that she really thought she going 
to be sick. What would her father say? 
He'd virtually cut her off as though she 
had never existed. If anybody was a 
stickler for the uniform and the 
discipline that it naturally held, he was. 
Louise had loused up in every sense of 
the word. Her father certainly would 
not countenance the fact that she would 
probably serve a long time in detention. 
It was a stigma and one that would not 
go away. If only she could have turn- 
ed back the clock. Lots and lots of ifs 
and buts, but there was nothing she 
could do or would be able to do. The 
Regulations Co-ordinator might, a big 
might that is, might give her a chance 
to redeem the situation by his own 
rigorous methods. If only he would. A 
slight sense of hope rose in her breast 
then. But she could not envisage such 
an option being offered to her. There 
would be no room for modest blushes 
if the Co-ordinator did suggest that the 


matter be dealt with locally. And by 
locally it would mean a very exacting 
disciplinary period in his room. 


In such circumstances, the Co- 
ordinator was God. There could be no 
suggestion of non co-operation in any 
plan of progressive submission that he 
wanted her to enact. It was all done to 
enforce upon the person with whom he 
was dealing, that she had been very 
naughty, very badly misbehaved and 
that if there was any pride in that per- 
son then she could easily forget it. 


Louise did not enjoy the idea that she 
was going to have to spend time in the 
company of the Co-ordinator, but she 
was sensible enough to feel that she 
would by far prefer to have a chance 
to redeem herself rather than have to 
suffer the pure shame and ignomony 
of her father’s righteous anger. And the 
rest of her family. And her friends to 
say nothing of the time she would have 
to actually spend in the confines of a 
Detention Centre. Attractiveness 
counted for nothing in such places. In 
six months a detention centre could age 
a woman by years! 


Gradually her torso became enveloped 
in her very best parade uniform. She 


had prepared her twenty year old body 
carefully and meticulously. She wanted 
nothing to impair her when she was 
face to face with the Co-ordinator 
Constantly she gave thought that 
perhaps he would elect to punish her 
himself and forego the shameful 
humiliation of facing a Court Martial 
It was a forlorn hope but one that she 
clung to. Louise was very aware of 
what the alternative would be and this 
made her blush even more so, but there 
was no doubt that it was by far the more 
preferable of the two evils 


She looked the epitome of a well turn- 
ed out young lady as she stepped smart- 
ly down the long corridors of the ad- 
ministration building. The offices were 
empty now and her high heels clicked 
in a smart stepping sound as she ap- 
proached the staircase at the end of the 
corridor. Up the two flights of stairs 
that were transporting her further and 
further away from any form of life. All 
forms of life except that is, the Co- 
ordinator, The man knew the Regula- 
tions backwards. He knew that he could 
arrange for her incarceration in a deten- 
tion centre or else he could use the full 
powers allowed him under the regime 
Two people right now knew that he was 
indeed the sole and supreme power 
over Louise's destiny, him and she 


There could be no complaint at 
anything he might suggest she do. He 
could make her stand on her head stark 
naked if he so chose! He could 
transform her into a very degraded 
young woman simply by ordering her 
into any position, any posture and any 
other thing that his mind might conjure 
up. 


She walked down the other long cor- 
ridor, her heart seemed to beat faster 
as she neared the room in which the in- 
quisitor waited. A hurried glance at the 
clock silently registering the time told 
her she had some minutes to wait. This 
was just as bad, she felt. Another flight 
of stairs and this only seemed to make 
the place where she would be repor- 
ting further remote than anything else 
she could ever recall. At last she was 
at the door through which she would 
have to go to learn her fate. Her eyes 
now kept glued to the clock at the far 
end of the short corridor in which she 
waited. Her knees were trembling and 
she felt her bladder tighten in natural 
response to her fear. 


‘Please Lord; please let him offer me 

a choice. I swear and promise that I will 

gladly submit to whatever punishment 

he might suggest rather than have my 

naughtiness reported back to my fami- 

ly. ANYTHING, Lord, I promise,” she 
8 


silently prayed. 
And she meant it too... 
As soon as the big hand touched the 


hour of six, she tapped timidly on the 
door with her knuckles. 


“Come in. Come in,’ a deep, military 
voice snapped from inside. She took a 
deep breath, turned the brass knob and 
entered the sparsely furnished room. 
She closed the door, turned smartly and 
stepped up to the desk. Her right hand 
came up in the customary salute. 


‘Private Louise du Barry, Sir,’ she 
managed to get the words out clear and 
precise and her eyes remained looking 
at the wall immediately behind the stern 
faced Co-ordinator of Regulations. 


The man just sat there studying the 
Most attractive young woman he had 
ever seen. She did not look a rebel, and 
he was suitably impressed by the shape- 
ly torso and the not to be denied pret- 
tiness of her face. Good breeding there, 
he thought and his fingertips stroked 
through his goatee beard. 


‘Striking an officer,” he read from the 
report in front of him. 


“Yes, sir. I'm truly very shamed and 
sorry, sir,’ she told him. 


“It's a Court Martial offence,’ he spoke 
and it seemed to Louise that his word 
was final. 


“Oh Lord, please sir,’ she mumbled 
helplessly revealing her own terror and 
hopeless situation. 


“Du Barry,” he let the words run over 
his tongue in a thoughtful sound. 


“Are you related to Colonel du Barry?” 
his eyes seemed to pierce right through 
to her very soul. 


“Yes, sir,’ she choked. 


Not once did Louise’s eyes stray from 
the spot on the wall immediately behind 
the Co-ordinator. 


“You can kiss your career goodbye, du 
Barry,” he told her firmly. ‘I see you 
were put down to attend Officer Train- 
ing. What a recommendation this is?” 
he patted the paper in front of him. 


Louise could have burst into tears. So 
he was not going to give her a choice. 


“You may remove your uniform top,” 
he said. 


Louise blinked. There was a hope in 
that blink as a tremble of hopeful an- 
ation rippled through her. She 
ly removed the smart top and stood 
before him again. This time, although 
she did not look at his face, she was 
aware that he was actually studying the 
superb and perfect swells of her blouse. 
White, snow white blouse with two 
small thrusting protruberances attach- 
ed to much bigger protruberances! Her 
nipples could be seen as small knobs 
that had been excited by her fear. 


"So what am I to do with you?” he ask- 
ed, using his best tone of hopelessness 
as far as she was concerned. 


“Pl do not recommend Court Mar- 
tial, sir,’ she just had to blurt it out. 
She knew she was-taking a chance by 
even speaking without being invited to 
do so, but she was on a cliff hanger 
now and decided that every avenue 
must be sought to get her name from 
the Court Martial list. The pen tapped 
the paper in a tattoo of sound. Louise 
went back to praying to her God, 
Please Lord, I promise and swear that 
whatever the Co-ordinator tells me to 
do I will comply with. Please make him 
give me a chance. 


‘Lam a firm believer in making any 


punishment fit the crime,” he said. 


“Yes, sir.” she assured him that she ac- 
cepted his views. 


“And you have behaved despicably ,” he 
added 


“Yes, sir.” she moaned 


“And you certainly deserve harsh 
punishment,” he was enjoying watching 
her squirm. He did not countenace the 
striking of an officer and now that he 
was face to face with this natural beauty 
he realised that he could indeed get 
some pleasure from this rotten job! The 
boring study of Regulations had very 
little going for it. Up until now that is! 


. he helped break the tension of 
uncertainty inside her, ‘what am I go- 
ing to do to you?’ he spoke as though 
his mind was not already made up. 


..T don’t know, sir. But I accept that 
I have behaved attrociously and that I 
deserve to be punished...but please 
punish me yourself...please,’ and he 
loved the manner in which she begged 
for his own brand of punishment. His 
eyes slowly ran over the trim upper tor- 
so. It certainly would be delightful; to 
have that area of her body under his 


own seeking eyes and to be able to 
spank and punish as hard and as long 
as he chose. It was pure pleasure too 
knowing that whatever he demanded of 
her, no matter what, then she would 
have to willingly accept his final 
choice 


“You understand, young lady, that my 
idea of punishment is purely physical.” 
he knew he did not have to explain, but 
there was certainly a perverse pleasure 
in letting them know that it would be 
their precious bottoms that would feel 
the fire. 


*Y...yes, sir,” she blushed. 


“And that if, and I do mean if, I decide 
to punish you it will be your bottom 
for the most part that will be the cen- 
tre of operations.” 


“Yes, sir,’ she blushed deeper, but 
Louise, although not wanting to be 
punished on her shapely bum, was too 
full of gratitude to even feel the shame 
that normally she would have felt 


"You will have to present your bottom 
properly,” he was warming to this line 
of disciplinary instruction 


“Yes, sir. I promise I will do whatever 
you tell me to do,” she tried to convince 
him that she was candidate worthy of 
consideration. Louise was in two minds 
now. She had desperately ached for 
him to consider her for the optional 
punishment and now she was having 
to accept and even plead with him to 
ehance her own shame 


‘I think a long and projected punish- 
ment on your bottom will probably be 
the better course," he said as thogh do- 
ing her a great service 


“Thank you, sir,” the relief in her voice 
was something he enjoyed. How ab- 
solutely marvellous to have such a 
shapely creature begging to have her 
bottom punished. She would be in no 
position to even mentally question 
anything he decided to do, Whatever 
he did with her she would be prepared 
to accept that it a test of her will- 
ingness to show obedience 


‘Lift your skirt all the way up....expose 
your panties,” he said somberly. 


Gradually, Louise’s thighs, encased in 
tight fitting stockings and the slim 
elastic suspender belt became reveal- 
ed to the watching Co-ordinator's eyes. 
She was certainly a delight to look at. 
Smooth skin showed between the stock- 


ing tops and panties and even her white 
tight fitting panties only served to em- 


phasise the humped Mons with the that- 
ched triangle of her pubes. Her fingers 
clutched the uniform skirt tightly as her 
attractive features crimsoned a deep 
beetroot at the shameless manner in 
which he was treating her. 


Her eyes fought the smarting tears of 
shame and yet in her heart there was 
a real sense of relief because she knew 
that he would not be subjecting her to 
this if he did not intend to deal with it 
himself. She could kiss the shame of 
Court Martial goodbye and right now 
that was all that mattered. 


Her eyes saw the thin, long plastic ruler 
he extracted from the drawer of his 
desk. He swished it through the air 
several times and she then realised to 
what use he intended to put it! That 
swishy plastic was going to raise hell 
on her bottom. She stayed absolutely 
still as he pushed papers into his drawer 
leaving only tomes resting at one end. 


‘Place yourself on the desk...legs 
straight out behind you,’ he told her. 
He's left my knickers on, she thought! 
Soon, stretched awkwardly and once 
again responding to stabbing shame 
waves, Louise laid in a tummy down 


pose along the desk. She felt the shock 
of a hand actually stroking the knickers 
where they stretched tautly over her 
nates but gripped her teeth tightly 
together. This was what she expected 
if he agreed not to progress her fault 
to the Court Martial...this was a mere 
nothing in comparison to what she was 
prepared to do if the choice was still 
to be made 


The Co-ordinator felt over the white 
material where it actually covered her 
backside knowing that she would not, 
could not object one little bit. He would 
probably have to feel the softer intimate 
areas later, but that was still to come. 
The power that he had over this 
delightful creature surged through his 
veins. What pleasant little tasks he 
already envisaged for her. He 
wondered what she looked like without 
the uniform or undies...he would have 
to find out, but that would have to be 
much later. 


Louise let the humiliation flood through 
her body as a hand fondled the soft 
cheeks of her bottom and she made sure 
that no sound that could be construed 
as protest left her mouth. At least, she 
still had her knickers pulled up tightly 
although her lower soft curves were 
visible from the legs of the knickers 


themselves... 


Even those lower rounded curves were 
felt by inquisite finger tips...but she 
would much prefer the degredation of 
being made to stay still whilst hands 
felt the symmetric attractiveness of her 
bottom than have the unthinkable alter- 
native. Even Louise knew that if she 
had been sent to a detention centre then 
her bottom would most certainly have 
been very bared for a thorough 
thrashing, and she would not be given 
the freedom of movement in one of 
those horrible places. 


Her face was up and she was studying 
the wall again, and it was then that she 
heard the descending plastic ruler... 


It was not the first time that her bot- 
tom had been punished. The last time 
had been a number of years ago, and 
then it was a hand...this time it was an 
undescribable pain that erupted in a 
searing hotness as the plastic ruler and 
the taut knicker material met... 


“Aaaaher...ooower,' her voice express- 
ed surprise rather than reaction to the 
pain that was soon unleashed on her 
shapely buttocks. Again, she clench- 
ed the cheeks of her bottom tightly 
together when she heard the threaten- 
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ing plastic ruler swishing down towards 
her bum...the thwack was exactly the 
same...the result was an intensification 
of what she had first felt... 


‘Ooooowww...aaghhher,” she gasped 
out rather than yelped. 


The flash sensation on her bottom caus- 
ed her to wriggle a little...then again, 
the plastic ruler came down...the co- 
ordinator watched how the bottom itself 
seemed to respond to the foreign sen- 
sation of disciplinary punishment. 


The round buttocks juddered and mov- 
ed on jerking spasmodic 
movements...and still he continued to 
help them respond to the deep heated 
sensational strokes from the ruler. 


Twelve times the ruler rose and fell, 
each time it struck a fresh area and 
brought renewed anger to her writhing 
buttocks. She was trying hard not to 
cry and she stayed there as sheer hell 
burst out all over her soft bum cheeks. 


Thank heaven he had stopped. Lord, 
but it stung. It was as though a bran- 
ding iron had been placed on both 
cheeks of her backside. 


‘Very well, that was the beginning. 


You will report to me every week un- 
til I feel that you have redeemed the 
situation,” he assured her. 


“Th...thank you sir,” she choked as she 
stood before him. 


‘I can still write you up as unsuitable 
for regimental and local discipline. ..so 
you will try to accept the full role of 
a young woman who deserves all that 
she is to get,” he told her. 


“Same time next week,” he dismissed 
her with a wave of his hand. She 
saluted and hastily replaced her 
clothing. As she stepped from the of- 
fice, her heart felt very light, her arse 
felt sore and she knew that so long as 
she responded correctly to the co- 
ordinator until he decided that she had 
redeemed the situation, then she would 
have no fears about her future. 


The wily co-ordinator knew that time 
was on his side. As the weeks passed 
he would be able to demand more and 
more enactments of outrageousness 
from her without her even thinking 
anything untoward...she would accept 
whatever he told her to do and this was 
what he wanted. It had been a long time 
since he had seen a more perfect 
specimen of a young and shapely 


woman so readily prepared to do 
whatever he asked without questioning 
the reason or the fact that was this real- 
ly a disciplinary position! 


Louise ensured that the session she had 
spent with the co-ordinator remained 
a closely kept secret that only she and 
he shared. Her red marked bottom 
cleared up remarkably quickly although 
the whole punishment exercise con- 
stantly caused her to go red faced each 
time she thought of it. She could not 
possibly foresee how her humiliation 
would be gradually progressed, but she 
kept the date of her future appointment 
firmly in her mind. Inwardly, she 
squirmed at the reminding memory of 
how she had had to submit to a little 
girl hiding and there was the nagging 
thought that there was more to come. 


And for how long would she have to 
take the punishment on her bottom? 


The time was one minute past eighteen 
hundred hours. She was standing in that 
room again; her upper tunic had been 
removed and this time the confounding 
bewilderment was starkly revealed on 
her pretty face. She was once again at 
the front of the desk, but now, her 
knickers were down...they could be 
seen too forming a tight line im- 


mediately beneath the skirt of her 
uniform. She had saluted the co- 
ordinator and was waiting, bare bot- 
tomed now although her skirt was still 
covering her to that point just below 
her knees. The plastic ruler was on the 
desk and she knew that when her skirt 
was raised this time, the whole of her 
body from tummy downwards would 
be exposed! 


‘Lift your skirt’ came the dreaded 
order 


She could not get used to this blatant 
exposure of her intimate area, but she 
was still feeling deep gratitude for the 
optional choice. Her deep blushing face 
revealed her anguish as she slowly 
drew the hem of the skirt all the way 
up her shapely legs. Then he was able 
to study the tight curly hair of her pubic 
bush, except this time there was no 
panties or knickers to hide the bulging 
Mons Veneris from his gaze. Her skirt 
was raised all the way up to the dimpled 
indent of her navel and the shame was 
represented in the number of butterflies 
inside her tummy. 


“Turn round,” he told her. 


She did a smart about turn and tried to 
| clench the cheeks of her superbly 
rounded buttocks tight together. The 
co-ordinator smiled grimly when he 
saw how the moons of her bottom re- 
mained so tightly pulled together. That 
would most decidedly change! When 
flashing stripes are searing one’s bare 
bottom, one hardly had time for the 
luxury of modesty! She remained stiffly 
to attention when she heard his chair 
scrape the floor. He was immediately 
behind her now and then he was actual- 
ly feeling the pliancy of her rigid nates. 


“Turn round and face the desk,” he told 
her. 


Louise obeyed the instruction and she 
was pressed close to the desk now. 


“Bend right over,’ he said. 


Pure heated shame once again throbb- 
ed through her body and as she stret- 
ched her upper torso onto the desk, the 
hapless girl felt the naked orbs of her 
buttocks tauten to a firm pair of balloon 
shaped nates. Her fingers gripped the 
other end of the desk and she knew that 
she just could say nothing when his 
hands easily stroked over the proudly 
rounded bottom. He made her place her 
feet apart and even then insisted that 
she thrust her bared area into emphasis- 
ed roundness. He watched and saw 
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how she did so immediately and this 
pleased him. 


It was a sheer delight to be able to com- 
mand this semi naked young woman to 
make the utter sacrifice of her modes- 
ty knowing that she had no choice other 
than to do exactly as he commanded 
and without the least show of hesita- 
tion. From where he stood he was now 
able to view the full area of the 
presented buttocks and also the soft 
lines of her sex as the lips exposed 
themselves with the parting of her 
thighs. 


She choked back the natural sound of 
her shame when she felt his fingers ex- 
amining the soft smooth skin of her in- 
ner thighs. Normally and in a sexual 
situation she would have welcomed the 
sensations that such caresses would 
bring, but this was the position for 
punishment and she had no control 
regarding the progress of the exercise 
whatsoever. 


She wanted to beg him not to make her 
stay like this and allso not to do the 
caressing actions, but there was no 
sound from her as she dumbly remain- 
ed bending, thrusting her bare bottom 
fully and roundly and her whole being 
responding to the uninivited traces of 


thrilling lines as his fingers stroked 
unhindered up and down the curves of 
her thighs. She did gasp slightly when 
she felt feather light finger caresses ac- 
tually stroke the whole length of her 
labia. At first she thought it had been 
her imagination! But they were lighty 
touching the furrow formed by the sex 
lips themselves and Louise's face was 
the colour of tomato as confused shame 
and angry helplessness filled her whole 
body and mind. 


The slight sound escaping her lips was 
not missed by him. 


‘Did you speak?’ he demanded in a 
voice that dared her to raise the 
slightest objection. 


“No, sir,’ she hastily assured him. 


His smile was one of self satisfaction. 
He'd show her a thing or two. Just to 
let her realise just how powerless she 
was, he enforced the caress from 
feather light to a full feeling stroking 
action. Louise gasped louder now. She 
could feel the whole raised heat of her 
own sexuality because of the very in- 
timate area his hand was covering. 


sing this with your boyfriend are 


What could she say? She had been con- 
fined to barracks since the incident and 
there certainly had been no com- 
munication with her fiance. 


*L..no, sir,’ she choked as she realis- 
ed that she was even opening her legs 
wider and easing her bum even further 
back! She was getting randy because 
of the intimacy of the caresses. 


‘Liar,’ he snapped. *Aren't you?’ 


This added desperately to her abject 
misery. She was after all said and done, 
a normal healthy young woman. 


m...I’m sorry sir,’ she choked 


‘Then you do miss it don’t you?’ 


“Yes, Sir,’ she said as her confusion 
was made even greater. 


‘Tell me you do. I want to hear you 
confess that you miss being touched up 
by your boyfriend.’ 


Oh Lord, What a terrible and debase 
thing to make her say. 


‘I miss being touched up by my 
boyfriend, sir,’ she managed to choke 
as her body still reacted to the sweet 
thrills despite the fact that she did not 


want him to bring her to this state nor 
this type of sexual relief. And then she 
realised that whilst he was touching and 
playing with her down there, at least 
he wasn’t raising hell all over her 
buttocks! 


Then he ceased and Louise realised just 
how much she was offering herself in 
her exaggerated pose. 


Then the reminder of why she was here 
was brought home to her as the cold 
plastic ruler was placed on the smooth 
rounded fleshy cheeks. Her fingers 
gripped the edge of the desk tight- 
ly...she inwardly begged and 
prayed...then the dreaded swishing 
sound that had a really nasty warning 
note to it as it sped through the air was 
heard...she held her breath to await that 
first mind boggling pain...thwacckkk... 


“Yeeooowww,” the response was 
always the same. It was like a sound 


“recording! The swish of the plastic and 


the very loud thwack as skin and plastic 
occupied exactly the same space...then 
the jerking, unbelievably sound of a 
jerking cry. 


Swiiish...there it was again...the in- 
evitable thwacckk... 
*Aaaah...oowwww...please,” again, 


the sound of her pleading. Her voice 
expressed the fact that she could not 
believe that such heat could be ignited 
from contact with a ruler. 


Believe it or not, there was no mistak- 
ing that her bottom was responding to 
something like blistering heat each time 
the ruler landed. Gradually and with 
remarkable speed, the colour of her 
skin changed to deep red patterned 
lines. Her feet actually lifted from the 
floor at the same time as the sixth or 
was it the seventh stroke landed. 


They had started by fidgeting, then they 
had lifted one at a time to form a shuf- 
fle dance tempo, but now she was 
forgetting her dignified modesty just as 
he had forecast she would. The clen- 
ching cheeks relaxed and they wriggl- 
ed in a starch like movement from side 
to side. When he delivered the full 
wristed twelfth stroke, she almost turn- 
ed over as she tried to twist her bot- 
tom away from the sheer agonised fire 
burning her nates. Her panty knickers 
had been kiked off, but Louise had no 
time for such coquettish niceties right 
now. Demanding flames were filling 
her whole being as sensational high 
temperatures filled her arse. 


She had yelled and she had screeched 
but the branding hotness of the ruler 
still came down in unerring strokes to 
remind her that she had a penance to 
pay 


“Same time next week,’ he told her. 


How many weeks, she wondered. And 
how many more times would she have 
to suffer the degredation of showing 
him her body. Could there be, would 
there be other ways of her to expose 
her bottom? Louise still had much to 
learn about the surrender of dignity and 
the complete unquestionable obedience 
to the co-ordinator’s punishment 
sessions. 


“It certainly is surprising how quickly 
the human skin can clear up,’ he was 
now addressing her for the third time 
Louise was skirtless, and knickerless 
now. Her blouse, stockings and 
suspenders together with those high 
heeled shoes were all she was wearing. 
To have to stand to attention in such 
a state of undress was something that 
she could not acclimatise to. Tears 
threatened to break the dam of her eyes 
as she stood listening to him. He seem- 
ed now to openly enjoy her complete 
submission. 


“I want you on the desk. On your back,” 
he told her. 
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She misunderstood his meaning and 
thought that this time he was going to 
take advantage of the fact that she was 
a woman. Heavens, he’s going to screw 
me, she thought. 


There was no room still for argument, 
and very red faced she climbed onto 
the desk. Beneath her head at one end 
was a pile of thickly bound books and 
she was told to rest her head on them. 
Shakily, she realised just how 
vulnerable her position was right now. 


‘Raise your legs to the ceiling. Stretch 
them,” he added austere toned. Louise 
was now able to see her feet stretching 
fully up towards the ceiling and then 
he was standing at the side holding both 
her legs by the backs of her knees. He 
pushed them towards her chest and this 
enhanced the rotund hemispheres of her 
rounded buttocks. 


Louise realised that she had been very 
wrong regarding his intentions. It had 
never occured to her that she could be 
punished in this position! 


She was about to learn! But the co- 
ordinator thought that it would be a pity 
to waste the pose so indulged in his 
favourite pastime with her...his hand 
fondled the soft cheeks for a while; then 
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he stroked the inner thighs so pur- 
posefully stretched and now he was 
able to view the very core of her vulva. 
He placed his hands on allt hat his eyes 
were able to observe and Louise found 
herself squirming uncontrollably. Even 
when he snapped at her to stay still, she 
found it very difficult to do so. He was 
enjoying the most open posture that a 
girl can submit and then he stopped on- 
ly when Louise felt the pangs of 
needing him to continue! 


‘This time, you will count the strokes,” 
he warned her. 


Again, that awful and dreaded coldness 
as the plastic ruler was placed onto the 
rounded flesh...she shuddered...then 
before she released that the time had 
come for her to remember simple 
arithmetic, the angry pain stroked 
across the meatiest part of her behind... 


*Owwe....ahhh...one,” she shrieked. 


The throbbing started from the very 
first stroke and she heard her own voice 
changing tone with each additional 
stroke of the plastic ruler. It was like 
whalebone because of its length and its 
rigidness. There was no pliancy in the 
ruler and the fierce heat each time it 
landed on her bum added to the inten- 
sity of pain. One stroke landed a lot 


lower than previous ones and this caus- 
ed her whole lower torso to lift from 
the desk top...her hands had been 
ordered to grip the table and she had 
been told that should she moved them 
then the punishment would start from 
stroke one again. This was an in- 
tolerable thought and Lorraine did not 
know how she managed to keep her 
hands where they were. She even 
forget to call out the stroke of ten so 
she got that one again! 


Eighteen this time and she was a mass 
of heated arse cheeks when he replac- 
ed the ruler. She had certainly moved 
about magnificently and had revealed 
to the co-ordinator just how well she 
coudl thrust her bottom into every con- 
ceivable shape and curve. The pile of 
books had somehow become dislodg- 
ed frofm beneath her head and she 
found that her head was even over the 
back edge of the desk. Her mouth had 
never ceased to utter the protest of the 
pain of her bottom and she was made 
to remain like that even after he had 
replaced the plastic ruler. 


A whole quarter of an hour had pass- 
ed since the thrashing had ceased. Her 
knees had come down to her chest and 
she stayed like that with the co- 
ordinator sitting at one end viewing the 
sheer pleasurable view of her open 


legged pose. 
‘Two weeks time,” he told her. 


A whole two weeks to wait for the next 
visit. She did not know whether she 
was pleased or not. 


“It will be the last visit so long as you 
accept with fortitude the remainder of 
my punishment,’ he gave her spirits an 
uplift. 


For the first time since she had visited 
him, Louise felt the sheer delight that 
she was soon to be free of this terrible 
burden. She almost hugged him so 
great was her pleasure. She guessed 
reasonably that the last visit would be 
the worst. But there was still the fac- 
tor that there would be no further in- 
criminations after the next time. Free. 
Free to enjoy herself again. Free of the 
worry of having to parade her semi 
naked body for his pleasure and also 
for punishment. 


‘Have you learned any lessons, 
Louise,’ his impassive voice and stee- 
ly eyes addressed her. 


* “Yes, sir. Honestly I have,” she choked. 


“You must accept that in Service Life 
obedience and the regime of discipline 
must be upheld,” he told her. 


Louise recognised the warning bells. 
What was he going to make her do 
now? 


‘One day you will be an officer,” he 
enlightened her that her chances to at- 
tend Officer Training had not been 
squashed and a sense of pleasure went 
through her. 


‘So for your last visit to me you will 
undress completely,’ he told her in a 
calm voice that made her surprised that 
a man could order her out of her clothes 
without showing some for of emotion! 


‘All of them, sir?’ her face responded 
and revealed her concern. 


‘Every stitch,” his voice now took on 
a steely quality. 


Watch it Louise she told herself as she 
slowly undid the buttons of her uniform 
blouse. She slipped the garment from 
her shoulders to exhibit the full superb 
quality of her unbrassiered breasts. 
Then as her whole frame became hot- 
ter and hotter under the stress of her 
humiliation, she slipped her skirt from 
her. She dare not look at him and then 


her thumbs were working unwillingly 
on the waistband of her panties and 
they too were descending. 


Except for her stockings and suspender 
belt, Louise was presenting her whole 
undressed torso to another man than 
her fiance. 


“You will now place your hands on 
your head,” he told her. 


She reached up slowly and the reaction 
of her shapely breasts only added to her 
attractiveness. 


The co-ordinator had envisaged this 
happening and his own eyes took in the 
full marble quality of her full frontal 
nudity. She was truly a statuesque 
beauty. Her pinky hued nipples thrust 
out in a helpless throbbing attitude as 
her aureoles responded to the excite- 
ment of her own nakedness. 


She felt herself tense as he dragged 
himself from his desk and stood im- 
mediately before her. She ached to 
plead with him when his hands felt the 
slim circumference of her waist. She 
knew where those hands would travel. 
As he caressed up the rib cage, so she 
discovered to her horror that her whole 
body was reacting to a state of pure ran- 
dy sexuality! The nipples seemed to 
throb in fruity anticipation! Then she 
gasped in a moaning response when his 
palsm actually covered the very firm 
sex swollen breasts. 


His thumbs teased the throbbing nip- 
ples and Louise just could not help pull- 
ing her elbows farther back. What was 
she doing? It was a terrible thing her 
body was doing, she thought. She sure- 
ly could not possibly be really enjoy- 
ing this state of high erotic sexuality? 
But there was no mistaking the fact that 
as his hands, and thumbs, especially 
those damned thumbs tweaking and 
stroking over the prickly feeling nip- 
ples were able to make her accept this 
as a pleasurable sensation. 


He stood behind her and then was able 
to reach round and encompass her 
breasts fully in his hands. Louise moan- 
ed loudly as her defence mechanism 
surrendered to this unexpected 
response from him. 


She remained perfectly posed as his 
hands now found other territory to feel, 
caress and play with. 


“But punishment first,’ he reminded 
her. 


First?? What was to be second?? 


She was amazed when he sat down and 
eased her over his knees. Surely he was 
not going to spank her! He was and did. 
But he enjoyed the capitulation of her 
mind and body first as he once again 
enjoyed the perfect freedom of strok- 
ing and kneading the cheeks of her 
upraised buttocks. Her thighs were now 
slightly parted and he noticed that the 
old habit of clenching the cheeks of her 
bottom tightly together had also been 
forgotten. Louise was too bemused by 
the strange thrills that were rippling in 
eddying wavelets through her system. 
This was a completely unexpected turn 
of events and she lay there with her 
mind full of the new thrills that he had 
revealed to her. 


Even when he started to spank her bot- 
tom, she did not thrust or wriggle about 
but stayed stoically motionless as the 
skin once again took on a tomato col- 
oured redness. It was some time before 
she responded physically to the smar- 
ting pain being raised on her backside. 


She had been crying out for only a few 
minutes, her whole hindquarters buck- 
ing and writhing when he stopped. The 
sizzling heat was now radiating out 
from her red cheeks and the tingling 
spread to all her intimate quarters. 


“I think that should just about tie up all 
the loose ends,” he told her firmly. 


“Th...thank you sir,’ a tear filled voice 
came from near the floor. 


“You may go now, Louise. Keep your 
hands to yourself in future of else I will 
not show the same type of leniency,’ 
he said. 


“Tha...thank you sir,’ she choked 
again. 


The co-ordinator was surprised that she 
seemed in no hurry to get up from his 
lap! His hands could not have been 
making her feel very comfortable as he 
stroked the heated orbs of her bottom. 


As he stroked back down the thighs he 
heard a very audible, probably happy 
sigh!! Perhaps he should let her stay 
here for a while. 


‘Perhaps there are other things you 
ought to do before I dismiss you,” he 
told her. 


“Oh yes...yes, please sir,’ she assured 
him as she rose to her feet. 
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“What are they like, Matron? Anything 
promising?” 


Mr Clinber was referring to the new 
intake of student nurses, He was 
Registrar of Students and thus had a 
proper professional interest — apart 
from any personal one he might have. 
And of course Mr Clinber did have a 
personal interest, most people at St 
Audlin’s were aware of that. But the 
fact that Arnold Clinber had a con- 
noisseur’s appreciation of the physical 
attributes of a nubile young nurse and 
took a personal hand in the training of 
the choicer individuals was not seen as 
a problem. No, it could indeed be 
argued that this made him better at his 
job and more likely to ensure that St. 
Audlin's turned out the docile, well- 
trained product that clients demanded. 


Marta Helman, Matron at St. Audlin's 
said, ‘Mostly Grade Three potential I 
should think, Mr Clinber. But...a cou- 
ple of them are probably better than 
that. Two or possibly three. One of 
them I should think certainly.” 


It was the possible Grade Ones and 
Twos that Mr Clinber would be most 
interested in naturally. Grade Threes 
would mostly finish up in the public 
hospitals. Grade Twos and especially 
Grade Ones would go on the private 
market and would command good 
prices when they had finished their 
training. It was essential that girls 
therefore reached their highest poten- 
tial in terms of grade. So naturally Mr 
Clinber had a proper professional in- 
terest in them — apart from anything 
personal. 


‘Good. I shall want to see them as soon 
as possible, Matron. Can you sort that 
out?’ 


‘Of course, Mr Clinber. I have the list 
here and I've ticked the ones. 
You...ah..will want to see them 
separately of course.” 


Marta Helman knew she didn’t need to 
ask, Of course he wanted to see them 
separately, and right at the beginning. 
They needed to be aware from the 
outset what the situation was: the fact 
that they were going to get the in- 
dividual attention of Mr Clinber. Marta 
Helman thought ruefully back to her 
own training. She had graduated Grade 
Two, not from St. Audlin’s but another 
establishment but equally she had 
received a lot of unpleasant attention 
from her instructors. That was ten 
years ago. She was still very attractive 
but fortunately Mr clinber was not in- 
terested in very attractive 28 year old 
blondes. It was those softly rounded, 


soft-eyed innocents of 18.. 
Jane Smith. 


Mrs Helman had put a tick and an 
asterisk as well against her name. Jane 
was the one she meant when she said, 
“One of them I should think certainly.’ 


Soft blonde hair and big soft blue eyes; 
a lovely figure with in particular a 
gorgeous pouting bottom. Marta 
Helman had observed the latter when 
Jane was getting fitted with her 
uniform. That bottom alone could make 
the girl a Grade Two at least: a bot- 
tom like that was a major selling point. 
Under Jane's uniform as she now stood 
in front of Mr Clinber for the first time 
her bottom was displayed in a very 
sexy pair of black nylon knickers: very 
brief, so that they actually only covered 
about half of the gorgeous bottom, and 
of transparent net material too. These 
knickers had been provided by Mrs 
Helman especially for Jane’s interview. 
Strictly speaking of course it wasn’t 
true to say that Jane’s bottom was 
displayed at the moment but very short- 
ly it would be: when Jane was told to 
lift the skirt of her uniform dress up 
round her waist. At this moment, stan- 
ding in front of Mr Clinber in his of- 
fice, Jane did not know she was going 
to have to do this; to raise her skirt and 


look that was always popular, if the 
figure was right to go with it. This one 
looked as if she had a nice enough 
figure. He got up from his chair to go 
round and perch on the corner of his 
desk, up close to the new recruit. She 
looked nervous, somewhat scared, in 
her new starched pale blue dress and 
white apron. She had only arrived 
yesterday so it was all new and no 
doubt scary. Had she been told any 
scary stories yet by the nurses already 
here? 


His hand reached out and gently lifted 
her chin. The big blue eyes met his: 
as big as saucers and looking like a 
frightened cat's. He could feel she was 
shaking. Not that he was a fi 
looking man: amiable lookii 
accurate description of 55 year old Ar- 
nold Clinber — although of course that 
description did not reflect what he 
could do to an 18 year old student 
nurse. All in the interests of training 
naturally 


He smiled. “You look a little unhap- 
py, Nurse Smith. A little bit frighten- 
ed perhaps. Yes?’ 


His hand came away from the quiver- 
ing chin. The soft pink mouth 
hesitatingly opened. *A...a bit, Sir.’ 


reveal that splendid bottom and the 
skimpy sexy knickers. 


Jane didn’t know that but she knew 
about the different grades of nurses, as 
everyone did. If you were considered 
attractive you could be assigned to the 
private sector. Jane wasn’t herself sure 
if she would be attractive enough for 
that or not — she did not appreciate 
how superbly attractive her bottom was 
to male eyes. But in any case the choice 
would not be hers. She had chosen to 
be a nurse, but then the only other 
choices open to a girl were secretary 
or shop girl or maid. A nurse assign- 
ed to the private sector was in fact not 
much different from a maid but perhaps 
it seemed to be preferable. A secretary 
was of course likely to be given a rough 
time by her boss; while a shop girl 
could be given a rough time both by 
her boss and male customers. Anyway 
Jane had chosen to be a nurse. Arnold 
Clinber, if he didn’t think so already 
would certainly think this was a most 
excellent choice when he told this pret- 
ty girl to lift her skirt. 


Arnold Clinber looked at the girl and 
then back at the list. Jane Smith. This 
was the one Marta Helman had been 
enthusiastic about and she was usual- 
ly a reliable guide. Yes, the girl did 
look attractive, with that soft sweet 
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and an equally sexy black suspender 
belt for the black stockings. The hand 
now came away. 


‘Lift your skirt please, Jane. Right up 
round your waist. Let me have a look 
at you.” 


She hesitated for just a moment and 
then did it. There was no thought of 
course of disobeying, of refusing. Girls 
nowadays knew that they must submit 
to male authority. Not like those anar- 
chic times back in the 1970s and 80s 
when they at times seemed to act like 
wild creatures and got away with it 
Nowadays they are taught the merits 
of discipline in school but even more 
they are taught it when they leave 
school and begin training in one of the 
areas of work prescribed for unmarried 
girls. Is a nurse’s training any more 
demanding than in one of those other 
areas? Not necessarily. A young trainee 
secretary can be caned at secretarial 
college; a maid will certainly be can- 
ed during her training. Probably the 
same goes for a shop girl. So Jane 
Smith knows she will have to accept 
discipline. And if she is told to lift her 
skirt up round her waist... 


Mr clinber eyed the front view. Splen- 
did! The black stockings with their taut 


‘Some of the nurses been talking to 
you, I suppose. Is that it? Frightening 
stories about training?" 


The big blue eyes briefly met his again, 
then quickly turned down towards the 
floor. *A...a little bit, Mr Clinber.* 


Mr Clinber’s hand that had been 
holding Jane’s chin now came back 
again. This time to brush lightly over 
the top of the starched apron, where it 
was pinned up to her dress. Across Jane 
Smith’s soft boobs in fact. She trembl- 
ed but stood still. ‘Stories about the 
cane, Jane. Is that it?" 


Her breath came out in a little nervous 
gasp. The hand...and what he had said. 
Mr Clinber's fingers were now open- 
ly feeling one boob. *Y...Yes.’ 


“Well the cane is necessary, Jane. A 
nurse has to submit to training, to be- 
ing disciplined. All nurses but especial- 
ly one who may attain one of the higher 
grades. It’s nothing to get worried 
about.’ 


His hand was still squeezing Jane’s 
boob, There was the white apron and 
the dress but nothing under that. No 
bra. Not for her visit to Mr Clinber. fi 
Just those sexy knickers under her dre: 


darker rims, the slim straps of the black 
Suspender belt against the pale bare 
flesh of the upper thighs. The thighs 
and hips are softly rounded, ‘Turn 
round,” he tells her. 


Ah. Look at this. Look at this! Jane's 
surging buttocks. Their ripe swell for 
the most part uncontained by the brief 
black triangle of the knickers. What a 
bottom! Marta Helman didn't say but 
this was clearly what she meant about 
this lovely young nurse. There was not 
much doubt that this was.a Grade One 
bottom. After its owner had been pro- 
perly trained of course. Arnold 
Clinber's hand was lightly on it. 
Trembling Jane makes little gasping 
soun ¥ 


“Absolutely lovely, Nurse. And are 
these your own knickers? Or supplied 
by Matron?” 


*M...Matron,' she stutters. 


‘My my. In these knickers your bot- 
tom is almost too much, Jane. Yes, 
almost too much. You haven't any 
knickers of your own like this then?’ 


Jane stammers No. She hasn't. She 
wouldn't dream of wearing knickers 
like this but when Matron told her she 
had to wear them, well, she had to. 
Having to stand like this with her skirt 
round her waist showing Mr Clinber 
the knickers plus also the large areas 
of bare bottom the knickers left was 
quite simply torture. 


‘Are you a virgin, Jane.’ 

A little moment of shocked silence. 
While Mr Clinber's hand continued 
toying with Jane’s mostly bare bottom. 
Finally a barely audible Yes. 

‘Speak up, girl. You mustn’t whisper.” 
‘Yes Sir.” More audible this time 


‘Good. We'll have to check of course. 
That's routine.’ His hand gave the ripe 


bottom cheek a firm squeeze. ‘Good’. 
Then briskly slapped it. ‘Right, Nurse. 
You can drop your skirt now. I should 
like to see you in Room 101. In five 
minutes time. All right? Anyone will 
show you where it is if you don’t know 
yet. 


New Student Nurse Jane Smith found 
Room 101, without any trouble. A 
small room like a private patient’s room 
with the main item of furniture being 
a bed. On this bed was a cane. Jane 
looked at it and felt slightly sick. Weak 
at the knees. Closing the door behind 
her and trying not to look at it but the 
cane seemed to draw her eyes like a 
magnet. Mr Clinber was going to come 
in...and cane her bottom with that 
dreadful thing. Weak knees or not she 
felt the wild urge to run to the window 
and open it and climbe out...It was a 
momentary panicky urge which she 
would never dream of acting on. You 
couldn't run away from training. And 
the fact of the cane wasn't really a new 
idea. If she had faced up to it she had 
had a pretty good idea that there would 
be caning but she had tried to avoid the 
idea, keep it out of her mind. But of 
course basically things didn't work like 
that. Not hinking about them didn't 
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mean they wouldn't happen. And it was 
going to happen now. In just a minute 
or two... 


In just a minute or two Mr Clinber 
came in. Quietly closing the door 
behind him. ‘Good. Give me the cane, 
will you, Jane.’ It seemed to feel red 
hot as she picked it up and handed it 
to him. Mr Clinber fixed it in his two 
hands, then swished it through the air. 
“Had it before, have you?’ 


She shook her head, feeling really sick 
now. Feeling also that she needed 
urgently to go to the bathroom. Squeez- 
ing her knees together. 


Mr Clinber giving another swish with 


the cane. * s of c . It’s meant 
to. But the pain doesn’ t for a long 
time. Or so I understand. Anyway I 
shall give you a spanking first, the can- 
ing will come afterwards. So get on the 
bed please. I want you kneeling on it 

ur head right down and your 
skirt up over your back. 


Jane does what she is told. What other 


[| choice does she have? Kneeling on the 


bed and pulling her skirt and apron up 
round her waist and then bending 
down, her face and arms down on the 


bed cover. Mr Clinber adjusts her 
clothes, ensuring that Jane's skirts are 
well clear of the target area. Which is 
of course this marvellousl. 
bottom. Arnold Clinber 
when he has last had one quite as del 
table as thi y 
of an arti 
Cimber is not, he is merely a man with 
appreciation of girls’ bottoms 
in an ideal position to indulge that ap- 
preciation), delicately Arnold Clinber 
draws down these sexy knickers. They 
do indeed gild the lily — but the lily, 
when the brief bl garment has been 
ripenesses, has no 
of gilding. No indeed. The 
knickers are down at the stoc! 
now. Mr Clinber's hand lightly S 
the warm, swelling, trembling sur- 
faces. And then... 


“Get the knees apart a little, Nurse.’ 


Without really thinking, Jane shuffles 
her knees apart. Her thoughts are cen- 
tres on that cane which is now on a 
chair at the side. Her bare bottom is 
going to be spanked first which will be 
awful, no doubt painful and certainly 
awful, but it is primarily that cane that 
is filling her mind. That cane... 


“Nnnngh....!” A gurgling, half-stifled 


yelp into the bed cover. Accompanied 
by a violent jerk of her hips, of that 
lovely bottom. Because Mr Clinber's 
hand has gone in between the now 
parted thighs. Gone in...and taken hold 
of her... 


eep still, Nurse. Just relax. I mere 
ly want to get your worked up a bit 
first. The cane 
if a girl is worked up first s 
relax. Open your legs a little wider so 
I can get my hand on it properl: 


Is all this normal, or necessary? In the 
training of a nurse. Or is this Mr 
Clinber not simply taking advantage of 
his position to indulge in hi 

pleasures? The answer is no. He is in- 
dulging himself but it is in line with 
what is required. Because nowadays a 
nurse in the private sector, one of the 
Grade Ones or Twos who will go to 
a private household, will not strictly 
speaking be employed as a nurse. Her 
actual training in nursing will not be 
great. She will be more of a toy, a 
plaything, for the master of the house 
— plus also for any friends, acquain- 
tances, guests, etc he chooses to allow 
access to her. In this context the term 
‘nurse’ is something of a euphemism 
— although she will probably be wear- 
ing her nurse’s uniform most of the 
time. Unless the master of the house 


decides he wants her kitted out in 
something more exotic — and of course 
those times when she is wearing 
nothing at all. But having a ‘nurse’ in 
the house sounds nice and respectable. 
A wife need not feel embarrassed by 
her presence whereas if her husband 
was merely keeping a girlfriend of 
some sort — well, that would clearly 


Y 
Se ห «ค 


Ae ส แส ด จ า ด ส 6 จ ส ง” 


Jane is now having that lovely bottom 
spanked. Crisp, hard splats of Mr 
Clinber's large hand. He has finished 
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is ‘working up’ session which has left 
Jane, in spite of herself, gasping an 
groaning. She is gasping and groa 
and yelping too now. Sho 
sounds she emits will be ¢ 
desperate and urgent. 
begins its work. A gi 
the cane is alway, 
experience. 


Sy RANGERS 


She sat neatly with ankles crossed in the corner of the car- 
riage: a pretty girl of perhaps 18, with short brown hair and 
a trim-looking figure in a navy blue suit. On the rack above 
her was a navy suitcase. She was reading a paperback and glanc- 
ed up and then down again as he entered the carriage. He mov- 
ed across to sit opposite her although the carriage was other- 
wise empty. The skirt of the blue suit just reached her knees. 
They were nice knees, in the sheen of sheer nylon. Nice shaped 
legs too, and the trim ankles neatly crossed as well. White pa- 
tent leather high heels. He got another quick glance and the dark 
lashes were lowered again as she returned quickly, modestly, 
to her book. 

The two glances had shown her a man of 40 or so, in tweed 
jacket and tie, black shortish hair, no extraordinary features, 
with a briefcase and a copy of The Times. The two latter items 
indicated respectability, as did also the well-polished brown 
brogues that she could still see with her eyes down on her book. 
Would he speak to her? Perhaps try to pick her up? And if he 
did? 

No. You shouldn't get into a conversation with strangers. 
Strange men. Even a respectable seeming middle-aged middle- 
class one. It was not at all a good idea. Anyway she would soon 
be at this place. Falford, that was the name. She had the ad- 
dress in her note book but in any case he was picking her up 
at the station. What was his name? She forgot for the moment 
but it was in her book; she would check before they got there. 
3.15 the train arrived. What time was it now? 

Discreetly she moved her arm and slid back the cuff of her 
jacket a fraction 2.49. Not long. She kept her eyes down, on 
the page of her book but seeing also the well-polished brogues 
and the trouser legs. He had come to sit opposite her. To look 
at her? To look at her legs? What if she showed him? Crossed 
her legs, and not too discreetly. So that he saw the stocking 
tops and her bare thighs above. And most of all, if she momen- 
tarily let her skirt slide that high, the fact that she had no knickers 
on. What would he do? Grab her? I'll pull the communication 
cord, she would say. Yes, it would be exciting all right. 

She kept her head firmly down. Wondering if there might 
be a slight pinkness to her cheeks at the thought of showing 
him. Not that she really would even consider doing such a thing. 
Not with a stranger. There had been that other gentleman 
though, that other client. What was his name? She was always 
forgetting names but it would be in her book. Rodley? 
Something like that. Mr Rodley had actually wanted her to do 
that. Sit opposite him on a train and pretend she wasn’t with 
him and do that: cross her legs and accidentally — though not 
really accidentally — show that she had no knickers on. On Mr 
Rodley’s instructions she had been wearing a full, loose skirt 
so it had not been difficult to give the full display; in the tight 
skirt of her blue suit that she had on today it wouldn't be so 
easy, without making it obvious, to show everything though of 
course you still could if you wanted to. On that other occasion, 
though, an older lady had got in the carriage and sat on the same 
side as Mr Rodley and from the look on her face she probably 
saw everything as well. What if she had called the guard or 
something? ‘This girl opposite is behaving quite disgraceful- 
ly.’ This man, though, with the brown brogues and The Times, 
he wouldn't call the guard. Oh no, not much chance of that. 

Her eyes flickered momentarily up and then down again. In 
that brief instant their eyes met. He was supposed to be reading 
his Times but he was looking at her. Wondering about her 
knickers? Don't blush, she told herself fiercely, eyes fixed on 
the page. 

«She had knickers but they were in her suitcase up on the rack, 
not on. Black ones. Mr Mildale — that was his name, Mildale 
— wanted black ones. For her to wear later and presumably 
for him to take down but when he met her off the train he didn't 
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want her to be wearing any: that had been the instruction from 
the office. She had said OK. The client was free to make what 
request he liked. Well, within reason. 

How long would it be since this man got on? Ten minutes? 
She could look at her watch again but it wasn’t that important. 
He hadn’t said anything, though she could sense he was look- 
ing at her most of the time and not really reading that paper. 
Her own book wasn’t all that rivetting either, or maybe it was 
the presence of the man opposite — and of course the fact that 
she had no knickers on. It made you feel sort of — well, ex- 
cited a little bit. When you were by yourself like this, not with 
someone, even if they were pretending they weren't with you. 
A feeling ‘of being insecure. Perhaps that was why Mr Mildale 
had said come without any knickers on: to have her a bit on 
edge. She had only been to him once before but from that one 
experience he liked you to be on edge all right. 

She gave a little shiver, thinking about it. They would be get- 
ting near now. She looked up, to look out of the window, Fields 
still. She caught the eye of the man, as probably she was bound 
to if he was looking at her all the time and not really reading 
his paper. He smiled, and she gave a quick half-smile back. 
Then looked demurely down again at her book. He was plea- 
sant enough looking. What would it be like going to his place? 
If he got on the list, became one of the clients. If he did she 
would have to go, and do whatever he wanted. Whatever that 
might be. 

Just before the train pulled in to Falford he spoke. Asked her 
where she was going. It's too late now she thought as, smiling, 
she said, ‘I get off here.” The hot thought came: why don't I 
let him see when I get up? Why don't I stand up and pull up 
my skirt, to fix a suspender perhaps, and sit down again with 
the skirt still up so that he could see..but of course she knew 
she wouldn't. She put her book in her bag and the man got her 
suitcase down for her. Outside, on the platform. Mr Mildale 
was waiting. She looked back at the carriage and saw the man 
was watching. He probably thought Mr Mildale was an uncle 
or something like that. He certainly wouldn't know he was a 
client. 


* * * 


In the car park Mr Mildale stood her up against his car and 
slid his hand up her skirt. Up the front. ‘I’ve got to check if 
you're properly dressed, Ann,” he said. Up her skirt Mr 
Mildale’s hand closed on her pussy. ‘Ah yes, you've been a 
good girl I see.’ She gasped as his fingers did things; she was 
already a bit excited from the train business. 

In the car he asked if she had had a nice trip. Yes, she said 
but not mentioning about the man. Well there wasn’t anything 
to tell — except that he had patted her bottom after he had reach- 
ed the case down for her. He had probably been wishing he 
had started talking before, thinking that then he could have tried 
to make a date. If he had what would she have said? 

Mr Mildale put his hand up her skirt again. ‘No Dirty Old 
Men trying to pick you up?’ She shook her head and he laugh- 
ed. ‘Good job no one knew then, eh? Or someone would have 
been after this all right. After it right there on the train.’ 

She didn’t answer. What would that man have done if he had 
known? Somehow she didn’t think he would have tried anything 
rough. Actually she had quite liked the look of him. Had he 
felt she had no knickers on when he patted her bottom? Still 
she might as well forget about him? she was with Mr Mildale 
now. Until she left tomorrow morning. An overnight stay. That 
cost Mr Mildale of course, overnight stays were quite a bit more 
expensive than just for an hour or two or an afternoon, And 
her train fare as well of course. But Mr Mildale could afford 
it, with his big house and big car. He could afford to pay for 
his pleasures. 


She had to change as soon as they were at his house. The 
tight little top and the black knickers: white knee-socks and her 
white heels. She was Mr Mildale’s maid and this was the outfit 
he required her to wear. Almost immediately she was over Mr 
Mildale’s lap. The maid was not performing her duties as she 
should. The black knickers were being tugged down, round her 
knees and then Mr Mildale’s big hand was on her bare bottom. 
Fondling about a bit...and sliding in between her legs to her 
pussy. Getting her gasping...and then slamming down hard on 
her bare bum. She yelped out — because he really hit just about 
as hard as he could, as he had done that other time, the first 
time she had come here. Some clients whose thing spank- 
ing didn't do it very hard, they were more interested in patting 
and fondling than in making you yell out. Mr Mildale wasn't 
like that, he wanted to hear your yells — and real ones too, 
not pretend. 

It was really hurting — about as painful as a spanking can 
be — but at the same time there was the thought that this wasn't 
the worst she was going to get. Because Mr Mildale was going 
to use the cane. He had used a cane last time and he was going 
to again this time. She had asked Mrs Arkright at the office: 
Yes Mr Mildale had paid to use a cane. ‘Bloody Hell,” she said. 
Mrs Arkright had just smiled. So while now she gasped and 
yelped out as Mr Mildale's big hand splatted down there was 
as well the thought of that awful cane — when later the maid 
performed some further misdemeanour. 

She got the cane all right, about five minutes after Mr Mildale 
had finished with his spanking. On the bare too. The cane wasn't 
quite as bad if it was over your knickers but usually of course 
you didn’t get that. If they had paid to use the cane they wanted 
to use it on the bare. Bending over the arm of Mr Mildale’s 
armchair with her knickers down round her knees again. ‘Stick 
it out, Ann. And keep it still. A naughty maid has got to take 
her punishment in the proper manner. Are you ready?" 

Jesus Christ! ‘Aaaahhhhhh!' 

Six of them he said. Try to think of something as she clutch- 
ed at the seat of the chair, her face down in it smelling that slight 
musty chair smell. Try to think of something as that cane zip- 
ped...Oh Christ! 

What she thought fleetingly of, a couple of times, before the 
horrendous whack of the cane obliterated the thought, was that 
man on the train. For some reason he seemed to be stuck in 
her mind. And later, afterwards, after the caning with her poor 
bottom recovered slightly from its awful ordeal, she thought 
of him again. 

There wasn't going to be just the one spanking and caning 
of course. Not when you were here all afternoon and evening 
and staying till the next morning. And this time to make it more 
interesting for himself Mr Mildale had invited a friend round 
for the evening. Mr Shanker. He wasn't a client, she hadn't 
seen him before. She wasn't sure that this Mr Shanker was 
allowed to get involved if he wasn't a client, but Mr Mildale 
said it was all right, he had told the office. Mr Shanker of course 
wanted to do the same as Mr Mildale. Spanking and caning. 
Twice as bad. And that wasn’t all. 

They both spanked her when she was ready for bed, in the 
pyjamas she had brought. ‘A naughty maid needs it before she 
goes to bed,’ Mr Mildale said. Over each of their laps in turn: 
Mr Mildale and then Mr Shanker. The pyjama bottoms pulled 
down of course. But when that was over and she had gone up 
to her room and was in bed — thinking as it happened about 
that man on the train again — the door opened and someone 
came in. Mr Shanker. ‘Hey!’ she said...but he was getting in 
bed with her. She told him to get out, she would tell Mr Mildale. 
But in fact she didn’t insist. It was too much of a struggle. ..and 
she could pretend it was the man on the train... 

As it turned out Mr Mildale knew. Or at least he knew in 
the morning; maybe Mr Shanker told him them. It was an ex- 
cuse for more caning. ‘Misbehaving with a guest: a maid will 
certainly get a caning for that.’ 

She was due to catch the 11.05. Mr Mildale wanted her to 
stay longer, another night perhaps; he would be able to arrange 
it with the office. She said no, she couldn't. She had had more 


than enough of that cane for one thing. Mr Mildale asked if 
she bad another appointment and she said yes — although that 
wasn't true. If he rang the office and found it wasn't true she 
would be in trouble: you were supposed to oblige a client if 
at all possible. But she didn't care. She didn’t feel in an oblig- 
ing mood, not after that cane, and Mr Shanker as well. She 
hadn't in fact been able to make believe it was the man on the 
train and she hadn't wanted to do what Mr Shanker had wanted, 
but eventually she had. Mr Mildale finally accepted that she 
had to go. ‘I shall just have to book another visit as soon as 
possible.” he told her. 

He took her to the station for the 11.05. She didn't have any 
knickers on again — again at Mr Mildale’s whim. "Next time 
I shall want to hear what adventures you had," he said. Not on- 
ly no knickers but a full, loose skirt as well: a dark red pleated 
one that Mr Mildale had brought out and told her to put on. 
“You can't have any adventures on trains in that tight skirt, Ann.” 
So her blue skirt was in her case with her knickers. 

He carried her case on the platform and waited until the train 
came in. Perhaps I'll ask if I don't have to come here again, 
she thought. I hate that bloody cane when it's hard like that. 
But she knew it wouldn't do any good. The office made ap- 
pointments and once you were on their books you had to go 
where they sent you; you couldn't pick and-choose. What she 
really wanted to do was finish with it all. She was thinking this 
when the train pulled in. It slowed to a stop. And as it did...as 
it went slowly by...No! It couldn't be... That man looking out 
at her. The same man? Her heart suddenly thudding. The car- 
riage had gone by, she wasn't sure, But it had looked exactly 
like... 

Mr Mildale was giving her her case and opening a door. As 
she stepped up his hand darted up under the back of the full 
skkirt. Like a snake darting up. With her head suddenly full 
of the thought of that man there was Mr Mildale’s hand on her 
bare bottom. Taking a last greedy grope. ‘I'll be calling the of- 
fice,” he said in farewell. 

She was almost gasping for breath, with that possible sighting 
and the shock of what Mr Mildale had done without warning. 
She looked in the first carriage but there was someone there, 
another man. The next one was empty. She went in. If he had 
seen her — and if it was him he must have seen her — he would 
come along and look for her. And if she was in a carriage by 
herself...If it was him and he wanted to see her she would say 
yes. Although at the office they said you weren't to let yourself 
be picked up by strangers. She would say yes and she would 
give up this business. She had had more than enough of it. She 
would tell them she was finishing. If they were awkward she 
would just go away. Disappear. She just wanted one person 
without having to see all those clients all the time. One nice 
older man with a nice friendly face, middle-class with a copy 
of The Times. That would be absolutely. 

She glanced at the door. She was even more sure that it had 
been him. And so he was bound to come and look for her. She 
suddenly thought of her knickers. That bloody Mr Mildale. She 
would be nervous like this, conscious that she had no knickers 
on. Why didn’t she get them out of her case and put them on 
in the loo? She was thinking that when the door... 

Her heart gave a great surge. It...It was Mr Shanker. Not 
the other man. Grinning at her. Closing the door behind him. 
Mr Shanker had left earlier, after breakfast. ‘Surprise, eh!” he 
grinned. ‘I caught the train up the line.” He was sitting down, 
Grabbing her. “No!” she squealed. His hand was sliding up her 
skirt, up where there were no knickers. 

Mr Shanker made her sit on his lap. She tried to refuse but 
he made her. ‘Just be a nice girl and relax,’ he said. “You were 
really tremendous in bed last night.’ He got his hand up her 
skirt again. She was like that and trying to hold her skirt down 
as best she could when she saw through the closed carriage door 
the other man. It was him. The man with the nice brogues and 
The Times. He had come looking for her as she had known 
he would. He looked in and saw her on Mr Shanker’s lap. It 
must have looked as if they were both having a great time. Their 
eyes met briefly and then he was gone. 
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Sergeant Priscilla Winbury standing smartly 
to attention. Her splendid body in the khaki 


green uniform immobile, apart from a slight 
tremor here and there. Her highly polished 
heels together, her nyloned knees together, and 
further up her lovely soft thighs...Under the 


trim skirt Sergeant Pi lla Winbury’s soft 


thighs, above the taut rims of her stockings, are 
quivering slightly. Nervousness. She does not 
show this on her face, or hopes not, although 
Priscilla Winbury cannot prevent an occasional 


flicker of the long lashes on the big brown eyes. 


And Priscilla’s mouth, that ripe fruit lightly 
lipsticked, is it trembling just a little? Colonel 
Cockley.. 

Colonel Cockley is the Base Commander. His 


eyes, a pale egg-sheel blue, have an unwaver- 
ing stare. As if he can see right through 


Priscilla’s uniform. See the soft female body 
underneath. This body which two hours 
earlier, in her narrow military bed, Priscilla 
Winbury has brought to gasping orgasm with 


that instrument, that vibrator, which the 
Medical Officer insisted she bring. Hidden in 
her confidential document case. Priscilla did 
not want to take it, it was a dreadful thing, or 
at least it was if you had never used one before. 
But now Priscilla has, more than once, s a 
desperate measure against the various traumas 
she has encountered here at the camp. Major 
Forcett...and even more Staff Sergeant 
Hickman in charge of physical training. Not to 
mention Private Watkins: that was traumatic 
too, because she should never have agreed... 

Standing here at attention in Colonel 
Cockley’s office with the thigh-trembling 
thought that those pale blue eyes can look at 
her and know that two hours ago Priscilla has 
been writhing energetically on her bed with 
that thing up inside her. And also somehow 
know that Priscilla Winbury has in contraven- 
tion of military protocol been out with Private 
Watkins two nights ago and allowed him to get 
his thing inside her. 

‘A weekend pass, Sergeant Winbury?' 

“Yes sir. To see my husband, Sir." 

“A pass to see your husband, Sergeant?’ Col- 
onel Cockley is getting to his feet. He is tall and 
slimmish, grey hair and a grey moustache to 
go with the pale blue eyes. He comes round 
to perch on the corner of his desk. ‘A pass...’ 

Priscilla Winbury shifts her weight from one 
foot to the other. Muscles of mouth-watering 
thigh and buttock tense and relax, stretching 
the material of the tight skirt. Why doesn’t he 
just say yes, there is surely no problem, Major 
Forcett said see the Colonel but it was only a 
formality. And Priscilla was told at the outset 
that weekend passes would be no problem, 
unless there were exceptional circumstances. 
Colonel Cockley has picked up a ruler from his 
desk. He is tapping it against his palm in a bored 
manner. And then... 

The end of the ruler comes out...to poke at 
the centre of Priscilla’s skirt. She lets out a 
shocked gasp. At the very centre of her 
skirt...where there is, underneath, Priscilla's 
pussy. The ruler is pressing firmly against her 
pussy. ข้ 

‘Is this the reason, Sergeant? Getting a bit of 
an itch here?’ 
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The ruler is pushing Priscilla’s skirt in into 
that space at the very top of her thighs. Along 
the lips of her pu: It pushes in...comes 
and then in again. Rubbing along those 
ensative lips. Priscilla Winbury can feel 
her knees go suddenly weak. 

‘Pl...please Sir...’ With some difficulty she 
remains at attention. 

‘Is it, Sergeant? Giving you an itch? Because 
I should have thought...there were plenty of 
men on this base — officers too of course — 
keen to deal with any itches. Save you going 
off base.” 

‘No Sir...’ He is still rubbing Priscilla’s pussy 
with the ruler and it is making Priscilla sweat. 
It is an outrageous suggestion of course, just 
as his openly rubbing her pussy with the ruler 
an outrageous thing to do — even if he is 
‚amp Commander. He doesn't know about 
Private Watkins — presumably. No, how can 
he know. ‘No .[ want to see my hus- 
band, Sir. He wants to see me.” 

*I can understand that, Sergeant Winbury. He 
wants to give you a rogering. Quite unders 
dable. When he's used to doing it regularly, eh? 
Keeps at it regularly, does he, Sergeant? In the 
normal course of events. I would certainly im- 
agine so. Having a lovely young woman like 
yourself. So he'll be getting a bit of a rest from 
it whilst you're here. Which is probably very 
good for his health.” 

There is not much of an answer to any of 
this. Priscilla’s face has become decidedly 
pinkish — from what Colonel Cockley has been 
saying and of course the ruler. Which has con- 
tinued to work on her pussy. "Turn round, 
Sergeant,’ he now says. 
turns. Gratefully. Her now 
out of the firing line. There 
is Priscilla’s bottom, though, that truly splen- 
did part of her that gets Major Forcet 
cited; Priscilla’s bottom is now facin; 
Cockley and is itself directly in the fi 
She gives a little yelp...as the ruler pushes at 
the cleft between her springy buttocks. 

‘Been rogered since you've been here, 
Sergeant?’ 

Jesus Christ. ‘N...No sir.’ Well, he doesn't 
know about Private Watkins. ‘Must have had 
a few approaches, though, eh? In that direc- 
tion. A few of our lads desperately keen to get 
up there. Officers too. Their tongues hanging 
out like dogs dying for a drink, I shouldn't 
wonder. Major Forcett. Hasn't he...ah...wanted 
to have a go?’ 

‘N...No Sir.’ The ruler is doing awful things 
while Colonel Cockley says these awful things. 
Major Forcett has made no indication that he 
wants to do it. His interest in things sexual has 
centred on Priscilla Winbury's bottom. Not in 
terms of actual congress with it, of penetration, 
but in handling it. His hands are on it at just 
about every opportunity. Also Major Forcett 
enjoys gazing on it: he has twice made Priscilla 
take her skirt off and lower her knickers, his 
excuse being to check on the effects of Sergeant 
Hickman’s cane. But Major Forcett has shown 
no desire, thank goodness for small mercies, 


for what Colonel Cockley 

"No? And no one else 

"No Sir. And...’ Though Priscilla has to stand 
still and accept what Colonel Cockley is do- 
ing with the ruler she feels the need for some 
protest as to her wifely modesty. ‘Sir...1 am 
married, Sir. I really don’t...1 mean I would 
hate..anything like that.’ Private Watkins was 
after all, she can tell herself, only in the stress 
of the moment. Priscilla has indeed refused a 
second invitation to go out in Private Watkins’ 
car. Last night, and again this morning, she used 
what is in her confidential attache case. 

‘So that's why you need the p: 
Sergeant? To make sure everythin; 
ing correctly. If you haven't had it in action 
all wee 

‘No Sir. I mean...’ It was simply awful. There 
was no way of getting away from this topic. 

“What about Sergeant Hickman, Sergeant? 
How is he treating you? I understand you're 
going to him for training. Fitness.’ 

Th a change of topic but not much bet- 
ter. Sergeant Hickman! Sergeant Hickman is the 
worst thing here, bar none. "W...W..well Sir..." 

Sergeant Hickman can be a hard man, 
Sergeant. That's his job of course, I understand 
he doesn’t make allowances for feminine 
weaknesses, I've even heard he can be harder 
on a woman so that she knows where she 
stands. I think he's quite right there. 1 
remember one female officer who came to me 
complaining. Said Sergeant Hickman had us- 
ed a cane. On this, Sergeant.” 

‘This’ is Priscilla Winbury's bottom. The left 
cheek now cupped in Colonel Cockley’s left 
hand. The hand jiggles what it is cupping, what 
the other hand had been doing awful things to 
with the ruler, as if testing a ripe melon or 
similar item on a market stall.” 

"What about yours, Sergeant? What about 
this one? Has Sergeant Hickman had a go at it. 
Has he given it a touch of that cane?’ 


referring to. 


Outside Colonel Cockley's door again. Not 
his office door, though, this is his house just 
off base. It is six p.m. ‘Come round to my place 
at six,’ Colonel Cockley finally said this mor- 
ning. When at last he had finished fiddling 
about with Priscilla's bottom and prodding it 
and various other parts of her with that ruler. 
He had to rush, he said. A meeting. But he 
would sign the chit this evening. ‘See my bat- 
man, Sergeant, he'll give you a lift over.” 

Why couldn’t Colonel Cockley sign it then? 
It would only take a second and if he hadn't 
taken all that time doing those things and say- 
ing those things. But when it was the Camp 
Commandant you could hardly question his ac- 
tions. Simply say ‘Yes Sir.’ And salute. The 
same as when he was poking that ruler up your 
skirt. Sliding it up between your thighs. Well, 
you didn’t have to salute when he did that but 
you couldn't argue, couldn't say ‘Stop that at 
once!’ Was he going to sign the chit right away 
now? Or...something else. 
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Priscilla Winbury had been pondering over 
a possible something else on and off 
throughout the day. A day spent in part in 
unwelcome proximity to Major Forcett, with 
what was now the expected result. When 
Sergeant Priscilla Winbury hadn't been 
unavoidably thinking about Major Forcett and 
his unwelcome hands she had been thinking 
of this return interview with Colonel Cockley. 
Half wishing she hadn’t asked for the pass and 
therefore didn’t have to go and get it signed. 
Priscilla didn’t really think that of course. 
Tomorrow was Friday and with the pass she 
would be with David that night. In bed with 
David. But first... 

First she had to knock on Colonel Cockley’s 
door and... 

He came himself. Smiling. ‘Ah Sergeant 
Lovely. Come in...’ Colonel Cockley was not 
in uniform. He was wearing an embroidered 
silk dressing gown, plum coloured. ‘Had a busy 
day?’ he asked. Inside, his arm in a friendly 
manner slid round P: s waist. ‘How’s that 
project coming on? 

The project. It is difficult to think about the 
project: that top secret work which Priscilla 
has been sent here to assist with. Major Forcett 
is the one most directly concerned with the 
project but whenever Priscilla is with Major 
Forcett he seems only interested in her bottom. 
‘Well, I've made a start, Priscilla says. 

Why is Colonel Cockley wearing a dressing 
gown? And what else? He has slippers on but 
his legs, what Priscilla can see of them which 
is from about knee-height, are bare. Hairy 
calves...Priscilla and the colonel have gone 
through into his lounge — or maybe he calls 
it a drawing room — and Colonel Cockley does 
provide some incidental explanation for his at- 
tire. 'I always go for a run before dinner. Must 
keep fit, eh? As Sergeant Hickman is getting you 
fit, eh Sergeant Winbury.” 

Priscilla thinks briefly of Sergeant Hickman 
as Colonel Cockley pours some sherry. She 
hasn't had to see Sergeant Hickman today but 
has another visit tomorrow. Priscilla is suppos- 
ed to go for a run every morning but she didn't 
this morning, wasn't able to make herself get 
up. Instead she stayed in bed that extra half 
hour...and masturbated. That thing hidden in 
her attache case. Tomorrow Priscilla will have 
to look Sergeant Hickman in the eye and say 
she has been for a run. So tomorrow she had 
better make herself get up... 

‘Sorry, Sir?’ Concentrate, on Colonel 
Cockley. Don't worry about Sergeant Hickman. 
Not for the moment. 

‘That cane, Sergeant. I said have you had it 
today?’ 

Oh Christ. Colonel Cockley is talking about 
Sergeant Hickman anyway. About that mind- 
boggling cane. ‘Ah....No Sir...” Oh Christ. 
Earlier, this morning, he has asked about the 
cane. Sergeant Hickman’s cane. As with Major 
Forcett you might think Colonel Cockley 
would view this matter with shock and hor- 
ror becayse surely women members of Her Ma- 
jesty’s Armed Forces are not supposed to be 


caned on their bare bottoms. Wouldn’t it pro- 
duce a great uproar if reported in the press? 
But there were no words of shocked concern 
from Colonel Cockley. Just a desire to know 
all the detai 

‘Not had it? illa nervously sips 
her sherry Colonel Cockley has gone over to 
the side of the room. Bending behind a chair. 
Straightening, turning. And...Oh Christ...Col- 
onel Cockley has a cane in his hand. 

‘Not had this, Sergeant?’ Swishing it through 
the air. ‘I borroed it from Sergeant Hickman 
this afternoon.” 

It is Sergeant Hickman’s cane. It certainly 
looks the same. Oh God. Colonel Cockley is 
close now. His with a gleam in them. 
“What I thought, Sergeant Winbury 


Colonel Cockley’s batman, detailed to take 
Sergeant Priscilla Winbury back to her quarters, 
clearly wanted to chat her up but was 
somewhat hesitant, no doubt on account of 
Priscilla's three stripes. Priscilla anyway didn't 
want to hear, it wasn't really registering. There 
were other things filling her mind. Priscilla had 
her pass — but at a price. The price of a bot- 
tom that, though she was sitting in the back 
seat of Colonel Cockley’s car, she could hard- 
ly bear to sit on. It felt raw. Colonel Cockley 
had hit her harder even than Sergeant Hickman. 
illa’s poor bare bottom. Bent face-down 
over the table with her skirt off and her 
knickers down. Priscilla had thought it was go- 
ing to kill her. 

And after that...No, she wanted to think of 
after that even less than the cane. But of course 
as horrible thoughts will it kept coming back. 
Filling her mind. Priscilla could still taste it 
although afterwards in Colonel Cockley’s 
bathroom she washed her mouth out with 
about a gallon of water... 

Kneeling. ‘Come here, Sergeant. And kneel 
down. That's it.’ Colonel Cockley finished with 
his caning is now sitting in his armchair. ‘Come 
closer, in close.’ His legs are parted. So that 
Priscilla can get in close. The hairy calves. And 
the rest now. Because under his red dressing 
gown Colonel Cockley has nothing. Just 
himself. Just those hairy legs. And his enormous 
thing. And it is clear what Priscilla, her bottom 
red hot from the cane, has to do. That great 
big, purple-headed thing. She has to take it in 
her mouth. 

Priscilla can still taste it even though she spat 
it out, in her hand, and then in the bathroom 
did all that rinsing and spitting. She can still 
taste is and is sure she will nonetheless have 
swallowed some of it. Even a tiny bit of that 
stuff has thousands of those wriggly little things 
in it. They will be wriggling their way down 
her throat. Just as the other ones, Private 
Watkins’, are still wriggling their way up in- 
side her. Oh Christ. Oh awful. 

The driver, Colonel Cockley's batman, is still 
chatting away but Priscilla is not listening, not 
taking it in. 
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TEACHING 
MEDICINE 


The medical tutor was decidedly a 
very precise woman in all things. 
Although she would stand no 
nonsense from the number of 
nurses whom she had to project 
some idea of medical application 
into, she was always considered a 
very fair woman in her marking of 
exam papers 


Like many institutions of a large 


nature, rumours ran rife regarding 
all individuals who were perma- 
nent members of the staff and the 
tutorial members were not above 
the scathing, critical and often 
quite untrue rumours that abound. 
It was whispered by a few that if 
she was upset with a nurse then 
June Carrington would most cer- 
tainly refer to type and was not 
past putting a cane across a slack 


girl's bottom if she had her in her 
private quarters. Of course, it was 
ridiculous to even contemplate and 
many students refused to give 
credence to such absurdi 
Whoever could imagine June C 
rington, the lovely tutor actually 
bringing a cane down onto a poor 
nur: bottom? It was rubbish to 
those who hear it and they gave 
vent to a state of defending the soft 
voiced but ‘no-nonsense’ woman. 


‘How do these silly reports come 
about?’ Cindy Waterman wanted 
to know. 


‘Don't ask me,’ a shapely piece of 
pulchitrude responded. 


Two off duty nurses, both laying 
in a room which they shared, and 
both dressed in nothing but brief 
panties and brassiere stretched on 
their individual single sized beds. 


‘I think somebody ought to tellher 
that these awful things are being 
said about her,’ Cindy, equally as 
shapely responded. 


‘Oh don’t be silly Cindy. Can you 
imagine...’ Excı me Miss Carr- 
ington, but there are rumours go- 
ing round the nurses quarters that 
you cane bottoms’ her friend’s 
voice tried to put some sense into 
the manner in which the tutor 
should be told 


‘And anyway. If such things were 
true it would have been brought 
out into the open a long time ago,” 
the friend thought she had con- 
cluded the subject quite well. 


“Well, I find it all very unfair to 
make such nasty remar! Who 
told you anyway?’ Cindy wanted 
to know. 


“You won't let it go will you?’ the 
blonde leaned up on one elbow 
and her face showed her an- 
noyance that this conversation had 
not departed from them. It was 
their first free duty period forever 
and here they were still talking 
about the hospital and its admin 
staff. 


They had been on the hospital 
employment roster for only four 
weeks after their initial training in 
a teaching hospital and already 
they had been aware of some of the 
‘strange’ character behaviour pat- 
terns of various people. The 
Houseman to avoid who would 
pinch bottoms and play with 
breasts given even half the chance. 
The other people who would make 
life miserable and unpleasant, 
depending of course how one 
viewed such behaviour. Cindy and 
Tracy had trained together and 
they had managed to shack up 
together too so knew each other's 
foibles precisely 


“Want to play?’ Tracy asked sud- 
denly, in that tone of voice that 
Cindy recognised as Tracy wanted 
a little ‘loving’. 


“What shall we play?’ Cindy, ever 
ready to join in with Tracy was im- 
mediately interested. 


‘How about doctors and nurses!!’ 
Tracy grinned. 


‘Lovely,’ came the immediate 
response, ‘and it is my turn to be 
the patient,’ she said as she strip- 
ped off bra and panties to lay 
supine on the bed as Tracy came 
over to where she lay nakedly ex- 
posed and already responding to 
shivers of thrilling pleasure. 


‘Right. Open up and adopt the 
gynaecological position,'...the con- 
versation regarding Miss Carr- 
ington was soon forgotten! 


Tracy and Cindy showed en- 
thusiastic attention as Miss Carr- 
ington explained medical anatomy 
with the diagrams neatly attached 
to the blackboard in front of the 
class of a dozen pupils for that mor- 
ning's lesson. Tracy felt that her 


worst fears might be realised 
because Miss Carrington used a 
long thin yellow cane to point out 
various areas and parts of the 
human physique enlarged for the 
purpose of the lesson she was giv- 
ing. The tutor was not quite the 
ogress that they had come to ex- 
pect and it could be said that the 
Opposite was a more true ass 
ment of the young woman now pa- 
tiently explaining the functions set 
out before the whole class. Tracy, 
naturally bent towards her own sex 
was more interested in the charm- 
ing attributes of the teacher. Very 
neat, rather shapely in all the right 
areas, and a type of woman whom 
Tracy could actually become very 
interested in! She watched the 
generous mouth as the lecture was 
delivered and then took interest in 
the soft swelling globes that thrust 
out from the chest against the 
dress. Buttons from the neck right 
down to the hem which came pro- 
perly just below the knees show- 
ed a conservative view in dressing. 
But on Miss Carrington, that dress 
added just the right amount to sug- 
gest an authoritative person and 
one who Tracy was getting more 
and more certain she could enjoy 
an evening with! 
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The end of the first week's tui 
was exam hour. All pupil nur: 
were to turn in their answers to a 
set piece of paper to show that they 
had taken in some of the hard work 
that Miss Carrington had put into 
their lesson times. Tracy began to 
wish that she had spent more time 
listening than she had watching 
and day dreaming. She resorted to 
the next best thing; she cheated 
and cribbed her answers from 
dy. In this there is a golden rule 
which every schoolchild knows. If 
you have to cheat make sure that 
the person you are cribbing from 
has all the right answers! 


“Tracy; dy, I would like to see 
you after this class,” Miss Carr- 
ington smiled pleasantly enough 


Both girls nodded affably not 
aware of the reason for the unex- 
pected request. They were both re- 
quired to wait outside the small sit- 
ting room that Miss Carrington us- 
ed during her off duty periods and 
Cindy was called in first. When she 
came out after some ten minutes, 
her face was very red and she look- 
ed decidedly worried. 


‘Did you crib your answers from 


me?’ she hissed accusingly. 


Tracy's eyes opened wide at such 
a suggestion! 


‘She didn't half have a go at me and 
it took all my power of persuasion 
to assure her that it w not me 
who had cheated,’ Cindy was 
disturbed and troubled very deep- 
ly. Not as deeply as Tracy was 
about to become! Before the two 
girls could get too deeply into a 
bantering dialogue, Miss Carr- 
ington came to the door and in- 
ed Tracy into her neat and com- 
fortable room. The tutor sat down 
and picked up the exam paper sub- 
mitted by Tracy 


‘This is your paper, Tracy?’ she 
thrust the document towards the 
dark haired youngster. 


Tracy blushed. 


“And all these answ re absolute- 
ly your own,’ it was an accusing 
sentence and Tracy felt the ends of 


her fingers shaking. 


* she lied again 


“Then it was Cindy who cheated,’ 
Miss Carrington gave a sigh of 
sadness. 


1...1 don’t know Miss,’ Tracy felt 
like a hot brassiere on ice; the ice 
of her foundation was quickly 
melting and she was sinking deeper 
and deeper into the mire. 


If only the teacher would not look 
so piercingly into Tracy's face. The 
student nurse felt panic setting in 
and she was not really very good 
at telling lies so blatantly; certain- 
ly not without any warning that 
this sort of situation was about to 
develop. 


‘So who do I believe. You or Cin- 
dy?’ It was a direct question and it 
threw Tracy all over the place. 
Even she had to admit that it was 
hardly fair to let her very best 
friend take the blame when it was, 
after all said and done, all her fault. 


‘I think you had better believe Cin- 
dy,’ Tracy could have burst into 
tears with self remorse. 


“That is the first honest response I 
have had from you since you came 
into this room,’ Miss Carrington 
told her. 


‘How old are you Tracy,’ she 
asked 


‘Twenty years and nine months, 
Miss’ she said quietly as misery 
refused to leave her conscience 


‘Remember being at school do 
you?’ 


“Yes Miss. I left school when I was 
eighteen,’ she replied 


‘When you were naughty at 
school, what happened?’ 


‘We were punished, Miss,’ Tracy 
reddened deeper. 


‘Physically?’ Miss Carrington 
wanted to know 


‘Only by choice, Miss. We were a 
school that had optional 
punishments." 


‘Very convenient,’ Miss Carrington 
almost sneered her contempt 


But sometimes we had lines and 
detention and sometimes we were 
caned.’ 


‘On the hands?’ 


Sometimes Miss. Mostly when we 

opted for physical discipline we hd 
to bend over,’ she said with add- 
ed misery. 


‘So you were caned on your bot- 
tom. Bare or covered?’ 


woman, 


Tracy knew as sure as little acorns 
prove to be oak trees that she was 
going to be caned; it was all there 
in the cards. 


‘Then I am going to give you an op- 
tion Tracy. I shall either report this 
distasteful business to the Dean of 
the hospital or you may accept 
punishment from me. I ought to 
warn you that I have a strong right 
arm.’ 


‘I don't want to go on report Miss,’ 
Tracy hastily assured her. 


Tracy's eyes followed the tall 
woman as she went to her cabinet 
and then out came that same 
swishing yellow cane that the tutor 
used as a pointer, except now it 
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had a most menacing look about it. 


“You will please kneel on the set- 


tee facing the wall,” she was 
instructed. 

Tracy could not truly accept that 
she w; en about this part of the 


interview but she realised that she 
deserved it and her own code of 
honour came to the fore. She could 
hardly gripe at the outcome of her 
cheating, but at least she had not 
placed the blame on Cindy. Her 
knees sank into the cushions as she 
awkwardly knelt. 


‘Knees apart young lady Car- 
rington proved that she could 
revert to a most stern toned young 
woman. 


Tracy felt her cheeks blushing 
when the hem of her uniform 
started to ride up her thighs. Miss 
rrington was the propeller as she 
used her hands to expose very 
lovely legs way past the stocking 
tops and then over the waist itself 
so that brief tight fitting panties 
came into view. The gusset a 
tight gripping piece of material that 
continued up to the rear leaving a 
whole area of Tracy's bottom ex- 
posed. The two balloons of her 
bum were now defencelessly 
revealed but Miss Carrington was 
interested in the swelling slopes of 
the spread wide thighs and the 
strapped suspenders running up 
the sides of the thighs leaving the 
upper limbs free of any 
obstruction. 


‘The first three strokes will be over 
your panties,’ she ned 


Lord, how many was she going to 
get?? 


And anyway, the panties were so 
brief that it would be equal to get- 
ting them on the bare in any case, 
Tracy gritted her teeth; just like she 
used to at school. It was a good 
thing that Miss Carrington did not 
ask her how often she opted for the 
cane; she always did!! That bizarre 
sense of her emotions seemed to 
get a kick at having to show her 
bottom to her headmistress despite 
the fact that it was for a caning! 


She heard the whirring sound and 
she recognised it for exactly what 
it was...she felt that first bite of 
stinging. sensation and she 
recognised that too...and she 


jumped up, gripping her hands to 
keep them from going round the 
back. Oh please God, not again, 
please, oh please not again, she in- 
wardly prayed. The shame welled 
up as that first stroke buzzed in a 
terrible aftermath of the first stroke 
and once again her poor bottom 
was feeling the awful sensation of 
the forerunner of a painful even- 
ing. She was told to adopt the cor- 
rect posture again, and once more 
Miss Carrington used her sharp 
tone. It was sufficient to make 
Tracy bend forward. Whiiirupp! 
Thwackk! 


‘Nnnnaggghhh!’ Tracy's mouth 
dutifully responded. Her bottom 
gave just a slight writhing motion 
from side to side and a further state 
of helplessness engulfed her. About 
one inch below the stroke and it 
was so close that both lines of heat 
joined together to become one 
That one intense emph: 
aching pain seered hotli 
body seemed to react as a whole 
unit to the helplessness of her posi- 
tion. The third did little to help the 
situation, Her buttocks clenched 
and unclenched as she tried then 
to put her hand round as though 
to defend the hot lines stroked on 
her bottom 


*Pleasee...I'm sorreee.' she tried to 
assure the tutor that she was indeed 
very sorry for cheating. 


“You just stay perfectly still,’ Miss 
Carrington told her 
Oh please no, no, not that. Tracy 


felt the flimsy protection of her 
panties now being eased down. She 
was bare bottom’d and the tight 
band of cloth was some way down 
below the cheeks of the buttocks 
themselves. 


Now get your head right down 
and I want this naughty bottom all 
the way back,” she Heard the de- 
meaning instruction and that 
peculiar part of her make-up 
responded obediently. 


“Admit to me that you are a very 
naughty girl,’ Miss Carrington had 
that way of really making a girl feel 
the full shame. 


‘I am Miss, I am a very naughty 
girl,’ she sobbed. 


‘And you are a sneaking little 
cheat.’ 


“And I am a sneaking little cheat,” 
she felt humiliated beyond words. 


“And that you deserve the extra 
twelve strokes that I am about to 
place on your bare bottom.’ 


"Oh no please Mi: 
she choked and begged. 


“Ask me for them or else I would 
double the dose.” 

That was an entirely different 
proposition! 


‘Please Miss I deserve the extra 
twelve strokes that you are going 
to give me on my bare bottom,’ she 
gasped hopelessly. 


"Anything else you wish to tell me?’ 


‘Pardon, M 
queried. 


` the sobbing vc 


‘About you and Cindy?’ 


"No Miss. I don't think so except 
that I cheated her answers.’ Tracy 
thought that at all costs she had to 
please the tyrant with the cane. 


“Are you sure. If I find that you 
have been hiding something from 
me then I will most certainly thrash 
this bottom until you will feel as 
though it is raw meat.’ 


Tracy was confused. It was difficult 
when one is bending in the man- 
ner she was, her bum thrust back 
and her knees apart. 


don’t think there is anything,’ 
really was confused. 


She felt a screaming jolt spear 
straight into her womb. A soft ca- 
joulling hand had stroked up fro 
the stockinged knee, then over the 
smooth skin of her inner thigh and 
directly onto the easily available 
quim! 


“Oooher,' she choked and moaned 
at the unexpected invasion and the 
heated response from her orifice. 
It was all erotic and very, but very 
delicious and nice! 


“You like this though, don't you?’ 
Miss Carrington's tone was tense. 


“Aaagh...I don’t know...mmm' her 
moaning belied her words. 


‘Truth Tracy,’ Miss Carrington was 
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now freely feeling at her leisure. 
The girl’s bottom came in for a 
long carressing and then once again 
the soft, but now very damply hot 
lips of the very exposed vulva 
region, 


“You and 
don't you?’ 


dy do this together 


“Yess, yes...we do,’ she moaned 
and choked helplessly. When the 
fingers ceased, Tracy almost begg- 
ed her not to stop! But there was 
the matter of the caning to 
complete 


‘Stay still,’ the punishing tutor 
demanded, 


Easy to say, but not at all easy to 
do. The cane once more took up 
the task of reminding Tracy that 
she was a naughty girl, a sneaking 
little cheat by the one exacting 
medium at the teacher's 
disposal...it thwacked down hard 
on to the meatiest area of the taut- 
ly skinned backside. 


It hurt with equal sensational fire 
as the three that she had been given 
with her panties up. And the cor- 
rectly bending nurse responded 
with equal protesting sounds in 
reaction to that fire. It was all too 
bewildering now. She had felt 
delight when fingers had plucked 
at her sexuality, and now the dif- 
ferent emotive erotica and pain 
were clashing on her senses. As the 
cane rose and fell, not too fast, but 
rather with plenty of time spaced 
between, Miss Carrington was able 
to observe the full gyrating 
movements that a bottom can 
make! It was surprising at how 
many different angles and direc- 
tions Tracy’s bum was able to pro- 
ject itself. Not only from side to 
side in full responsive thrusting 
motions, but backwards and for- 
wards as though she was bucking; 
also she was able to make it 
motivate into circular actions and 
all in all, there was no response that 
her bottom did not make! It was 
almost pure poetry in motion to 
watch and it fascinated the teacher 
more than a little. Whenever Tracy 
attempted to put her hands to her 
offended bottom, they were 
ordered away by a sharp toned 
voice, and it was a voice that Tracy 
felt reluctantly compelled to obey. 


There wére now fifteen full 


bloodied stroked lines across the 
cheeks of her hitherto smooth 
creamy skinned bottom and the 
shapely Tracy knelt there, her 
knees spread even farther apart 
than when she had started. Her 
head had dipped right down and 
she did not realise just how up- 
thrust her bottom had become. 


Only the fiery heat of stinging 
stripes were present in her mind 
now. The sensation of the touching 
fingers on her sex had given way 
completely to the abhorrent anger 
of the punishment she had been 
given. 


‘Kneel upright and hold your 
uniform clear of your bottom.’ 


Awkwardly, her face a twisted 
countenance with tear streaked 
rivulets still running freely down 
it, she knelt there holding the 
uniform all the way up to her 
waist. 


‘Now tell me that you deserved all 
that I hay ห 


had at last stopped flowing. 


"1...1 deserved all that you gave 
me,’ Tracy meekly admitted. 


“And that I now ought to make you 
undress completely to make you 
stand in the corner.” 


Tracy blinked her shame at receiv- 
ing such a demand, but that cane 
was a very powerful persuader. 


‘I deserve to be stripped complete- 
ly and made to stand in the corner,’ 
she reluctantly obeyed once more. 


Within three minutes, uniform 
neatly folded, stockings precisely 
folded with knickers and brassiere 
laid on top, the nude Tracy was 
standing in the corner, her hands 
on her head and the fire line of her 
chastisement openly on view. 


She had to stay like that for ten 
minutes and when she was sum- 
moned to the tutor at the end of 
that time, she walked to where the 
smiling woman waited, now seated 
on the chair which had provided 
the foundation for Tracy's knees 
when she was being caned. 


‘I did not tell you to take your 
hands down.” 


Tracy hurriedly placed her hands 
where they had been and now the 
tutor was able to leisurely study the 
full lines of the attractive nurse so 
shamefully postured before her. 
She was a trim young thing and was 
decidedly attractive on the eye. It 
was a pity really that there was 
such a gulf between them...the gulf 
being tutor and pupil. 


Gulf or not, Miss Carrington still 
reached out and enjoyed the soft, 
but firm young breasts which seem- 
ed to respond immediately in 
delight to the hands now feeling 
and playing with them. The nipples 
sprung out to receive a caressing 
and Tracy was surprised that 
despite the aching throb across the 
cheeks of her bum that she was still 
able to react to a sexual awareness. 


It was not too long before Tracy 
was aching for an even more in- 
timate caress and she could only 
make the tutor aware of this by the 
soft encouraging mewing sounds of 
her mouth. 


Over Miss Carrington's lap she was 
soon being placed and she was not 
sure whether she was going to be 
spanked or caressed...at that mo- 
ment she did not care or mind 
because she was so wound up that 
she felt she was prepared to accept 
eitherd! But it was only to receive 
soothing strokes over the lined 
cheeks of her bottom which sur- 
prising enough, although they still 
stung furiously, the first initial 
hotness had now subsided to the 
glowing throb that is always the 
eventual result of a caning or hard 
tanning. 


Nothing lasts forever and she was 
half sad to leave the tutor eventual- 
ly because she was just getting in- 
to a state of high erotica and would 
happily have stayed for some fur- 
ther tuition with her own body be- 
ing the model on which to practise. 


‘Incidentally, Tracy,’ Miss Carr- 
ington told her. ‘Your answers 
were all correct! Next time you 
cheat don’t make it so obvious that 
you are doing so,’ she surprised the 
shapely young nurse. 


‘I won't cheat again...ever, but I 
would love to come and see you 
again,’ she blushed. 


‘No doubt you will...often.* 
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Dear Sir, 


Plenty of stick, that’s what they 
want when they misbehave, and I 
think Blushes has got it off to a fine 
art. 1 am particularly pleased to 
note that we are now dealing with 
‘young women’ and not young 
ladies. 


For my money, I enjoy reading 
how these posh birds get a dose of 
what does them good and when it 
comes from a man from the ‘other 
side of the tracks’ all so much the 
better. 


I have never seen a spanking, 
more’s the pity, but my mate 
assured me that what happened bet- 
ween him and some lahdee dah 
bird really did happen. It seems tht 
when he was working down Sur- 
rey way, in some outlandish 
district, he went into what he 
thought was a pub for a drink. It 
was hot, he tells me and he wanted 
a pint. There was no Public Bar so 
he bowls into the Saloon. Mid-day 
this was and it seemed that when 
he walked in the air could have 
been cut with a knife. He was as 
welcome as a pair of sewerman’s 
boots at a Royal Wedding. There 
were some real tweeds and briar 
pipes that certainly felt affronted 
that my mate could use the place. 
They considered that it was their 
place you see, and anybody stroll- 
ing in especially as Dave would, 
wearing workman's gear was cer- 
tainly not on. Anyway, there was 
also sitting in a corner a real angel 
like bird. You know, butter 
wouldn't melt in her mouth and all 
that, and Dave tells me that this 
bird starts to give him the eye. 
Now I must tell you that Dave uses 
his small van as a love 
machine...you know what I mean, 
he likes to have a girl in his van 
so he keeps it looking like a clean 
bedroom. He's nobody's fool is 
Dave because much to everybody 
else’s horror if you like, he starts 
to chat this woman up. One of the 
old squire’s very upper class and 
all that tells Dave that the woman 
has only been married for three 
months and that her husband is 
away in the Army or something 
like that. Dave feels that this piece 
of news is something to be 
exploited. 


The upshot of all this is that he ar- 
ranges to see her privately at her 
own home. There was a distinct 
sigh of relief when he walked out 
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of that place and he could feel the 
tension leave with him. But he had 
already made this assignation with 
Debbie. 


Now, David swears this is true. He 
went along there that night and it 
turns out to be a sort of demi-castle 
she lives in. Her husband is much 
older than she and is a Colonel or 
something and she felt that he 
might be better if he was her father; 
he was old enough. What she is 
really missing is having a very real 
man about the place. Dave's mind 
is all wound up with getting his 
rocks off and when she tells him 
that a real man would soon have 
her in a position where he could 
wallop her bum, Dave is at a loss. 


She invites him upstairs and Dave 
is still set on giving her a shot bet- 
ween the legs and in her bedroom 
is all powder, cream and puffs. She 
strips down as calmly as you like 
and stands there showing Dave a 
body the like of which he has never 
seen before. He swears that it is all 
smooth and silk. Then she pro- 
duces this riding crop and demands 
that Dave puts it across her arse! 
She crawls to the end of the bed 
and pushed herself into a right bum 
thrusting position and Dave is not 
used to this sort of thing. He made 
a few clumsy attempts to raise hell 
on this bird’s backside, but it seems 
that she is not satisfied and she says 
something that produces the 
necessary heat in Dave's right 
arm... 


“You Londoners are all the same,” 
she sneered. ‘All mouth and 
trousers and it takes a real Shire 
man to show you what it is all 
about.’ 


‘You just stay bending Lady 
Muck,’ snarls Dave. ‘And if you 
move Ill raise more weals on your 
lillywhite arse than you will be able 
to count.’ Then he says, he really 
punishes her backside and the 
harder he brings it down the more 
she likes it. But when she calls out 
“Enough” he tells her that enough 
will only be when he says so...so 
she gets another dozen and when 
he is like a stallion in heat she grabs 
him and takes him for the hottest 
ride he has ever had! She couldn't 


get enough of him. He went there 
several times after that until one of 
the locals thought he would take 
advantage of the Colonel's absence 
and went strolling up there on one 
of Dave's v times. I don't 
think Dave got his trousers back 
even before he got to the van. Fan- 
cy leaving the van where it could 
be spotted. Plenty of prick, no 
brains, that’s Dave. 


Aren't some people strange 
though. Fancy a woman wanting 
to get thrashed before getting 
screwed. Don’t you think that is 
odd? 

Freddy Barnes., Dagenham 


Editor: No, we don't think it 
strange at all Freddy? This is the 
first anecdote we have ever receiv- 
ed in this form. Quite enjoyed 
reading it too. Thank you. 


Dear Editor, 


I am not too sure that I agree with 
the spanked ladies having to write 
to the magazine and I feel certain 
that there are enough men to do it 
anyway. However, I have been in- 
structed to write to you and so I 
have to do so. From the manner of 
my opening remarks you will have 
gathered that I am one of the young 
women who has to do as she is told 
with no ‘ifs’ or ‘buts’. 


It is not my husband who has in- 
structed me to write but my 
employer. There have often been 
letters and stories on this theme and 
me, being only twenty two years 
of age could quite easily fit into any 
of the categories where an expres- 
sion of passive acceptance is the 
order of the day. I am not a meek 
person by nature and have been 
told that I am quite vivacious and 
that my husband is a very lucky 
man in having me for a wife. 


My boss has a distinct method of 
correcting errors. He is a cane 
man. The first introduction I had 
to his austere method was when he 
offered me the usual alternative. I 
could not face the ignomony of go- 
ing home to tell my husband that 
I had been fired; like most first 
time housebuyers we were very 
dependent on my income, and I did 
mean very dependent. Jobs are 
scarce enough without my going on 
the dole queue. So I accepted the 
spanking. It was an over the knee 
and on the skirt job and it stung 
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although I cannot claim that my 
bottom was black and blue after- 
wards. It stung, it was meant to, 
but it did not last into the evening 
and the following morning, 
although I blushed when I met the 
boss again, there was no ill effects. 
I felt sure that had I told my hus- 
band the bizarre nature of my be- 
ing spanked would probably have 
met with his approval. He’s strange 
like that! 


I had been warned that the next 
time it would be the cane and on 
the bare. That was the embarrass- 
ing thing and it made me squirm 
at the very idea. I still had a choice 
of course. I think my boss must 
have known that no matter what he 
offered I would bound to accept. 
And, yes, I did blunder again. This 
time was much, much worse than 
before. I shall never forget that 
afternoon when he told me brisk- 
ly to drop my panties. I do not wear 
tights because they are so restric- 
tive, but I was wearing the tradi- 
tional black stockings and 
suspender belt. I had agreed to take 
six strokes of the cane. Lifting my 
skirt was the hardest thing I think 
I have ever had to do. There seem- 
ed no hurry to get me to bend over 
because he was able to study the 
shock of pubic hair as I awkward- 
ly stood displaying my thighs, tum- 
my and all that area to his searching 
gaze. Then he had me kneel in a 
high backed chair...then bend 
over...my mouth was dry with 
sheer humiliation. I was very con- 
scious of what I was revealing too. 
He told me to keep my knees 
parted and with the full over the 
chair back pose, my bottom was 
roundly, nakedly thrusting into the 
right position for the caning. I got 
precisely six and they cut deep in- 
to my memory as well as the fleshy 
nates so perfectly poised. I cried 
out as each soul burning stroke 
landed. And even when he had 
given me that last stroke I was still 
ordered to remain bent right over. 
His fingers traced over each line 
and this was added misery. My 
work improved noticeably. 


I am sure your readers will enjoy 
the twist to this narrative. The last 
punishment I received was at my 
own insistence! I really did beg him 
most earnestly not to fire me and 
to punish me himself in whatever 
fashion he thought would fit the oc- 
casion. He had offered me no 
choice, you see. He just told me 
that I was fired; no offer of cane, 


spanking or anything else. The 
situation at home was still tight and 
so I pleaded very hard for the boss 
to punish me as hard as he liked 
and as many times as he thought 
would fit the ‘crime’. He reflected, 
but kept me waiting in a stew un- 
til the evening. He would deal with 
the matter first thing tomorrow and 
I thank him profusely. I was sent 
home ina state of blended gratitude 
and fear for the next day. So, he 
did ask me if I had changed my 
mind and once again, iterated that 
I could pack and go if I liked. No, 
I id not want to go I assured him. 
1 had to then lock the door. Then 
came the thunderbolt. He wanted 
me completely undressed. Every 
stitch off. He gave me the impres- 
sion that he did not care whether 
I accepted or not. In five minutes 
I was standing next to his chair. I 
was quite, quite naked and my 
hands were at the back of my head 
pulling back on my elbows as his 
hands fondled my titties. He did 
touch me in other places too but the 
strange shock of shame and erotica 
was a confused set of emotions that 
I never want to respond to again. 


I was then ordered to bend over the 
desk so that my breasts crushed on- 
to the cold polished wood. The 
hollow of my back had to dip to 
enhance the full rounded orbs of 
my bottom. He gave me twelve 
hard strokes, and they were truly 
very whippy. He took his time over 
the delivery too and it seemed to 
me that I stayed there wriggling 
and hip grinding for an eternity. 


Then he had me over his knee, not 
to spank but to rub, play and feel 
every little part that he could see 
as I stretched so perfectly placed 
for his punishment. 


I still work for the same boss. I still 
make mistakes and now I have to 
strip off every stitch no matter how 
small the error. It has become the 
order of the day now. 

Stella Drew., Edinburgh 


Dear Sir, 


I do not think I have ever seen a 
pictorial presentation so well done 
as that in Blushes 41, A Walk in 
the Country, pages 33 and 34 
especially. In my view, the camera 
has caught very creditably the 
nuance of how a woman really ap- 
pears when she is bent over the end 


of a bed. I thought the concept of 
legs together and then stretched 
wide apart was particularly a brain 
wave on somebody's part and the 
resulting photography proves my 
point. 


And that model's bottom (together 
with the rest of her) was truly a real 
posture of a naughty young lady. 
The hand so properly placed in the 
small of her back was also a well 
intended addition, I think this is 
how a maiden should be made to 
pose when she knows that her 
business end is about to ignite. Just 
thought I would write to give you 
my unstinted appreciation of how 
1 felt about that set or portrayals. 

David Winters., Sussex 


Dear Editor, 


I would like to tell you about a girl 
I met while working in France 
about 25 years ago. I speak French 
fluently and was working on my 
University Thesis “Mental Institu- 
tions in France’. Naturally this 
necessitated my staying in such an 
institution in order to get first hand 
experience. Most of the nurses 
were male as the work was very 
physical and sometimes dangerous, 
the female nurses that were there, 
were generally big hard faced cows 
who looked like they were straight 
from the Russian front, this is ex- 
cept one. Her name was Charntell 
and it is about her the story I am 
about to relate. 


Charntell was not big like the other 
nurses but was athletic and strong, 
both in character and physically but 
it was still a wonder how she kept 
all her charges in check. It seem- 
ed she had a very close following 
of the more physical inmates who 
in turn helped her keep the rest in 
line. This was indeed unusual but 
I just could not see what power she 
held over them. I became very 
devious in my observations of their 
inter-relationships, and even hid 
myself completely. I soon 
discovered sexual intermacy on a 
purely touching and hand caress- 
ing basis, she would lean forward 
against a bench or wall and allow 
her out-thrust bottom to be touch- 
ed or rubbed, this was always with 
her uniform in place and never 
against bare flesh. I myself found 
this quite exciting and wanted to 
learn more, but to no avail. I then 
decided to take the bull by the 


1orns and approach her on the mat- 
ter. I discovered when she was do- 
g a night shift to talk. I made my 
way to her section which was at the 
far end of the main building. You 
can imagine my excitement when 
30 yards away from one 
of the side rooms I heard the quiet 
distinct slap of flesh followed by 
the sexy whimper of Charntell. 
Looking through the crack of the 
door, I could see 3 inmates, Charn- 
tell was laying across the desk with 
her uniform pulled up and knickers 
down, two of the inmates were 
holding one arm each while the 
third slowly and methodically 
spanked the thrusting bottom 
before him, in between each slap 
he would caress the reddened bot- 
tom intimately. After a few 
minutes they all changed around 
and it was anothers turn to do the 
spanking, as they changed Charn- 
tell made no attempt to get up from 
the table making it obvious she was 
a willing party. She was getting 
very turned on by all this and even- 
tually reached a climax. 


I did not enter the room but slip- 
ped away quietly. When I reveal- 
ed my findings to her later she was 
quite unabashed and we soon 
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became good friends, needless to 
say we also soon developed our 
own little sessions. Please find 
enclosed some rather old colour 
snaps, you may use them if you can 
and however you like but please 
don’t use my proper name as my 
position in society requires a 
somewhat different attitude, out- 
wardly that is. 

K.L.M., Banstead, Surrey 


Editor: The photos will do nicely, 
a couple are published here, and 
we NEVER reveal our sources so 
others may write in with 
confidence. 


Dear Sir, 


I must say that Blushes and the 
other publications coming from 
your company certainly manage, 
certainly in most cases, the full pic- 
ture ofa young woman in distress 
when she knows she is to be 
punished. 


I have no particular choice or fan- 
cy as far as her mode of dress is 
concerned, although I do prefer to 
see the panties down. I feel that a 
young woman standing demurely, 
hands behind her back, her whole 
front completely exposed leaves 
nothing to be desired in my book. 
In this pose she is capable of be- 
ing made to stand for long periods, 
whilst, standing with hands on the 
head, certainly enhances the stature 
of her breasts, but this can, after 
a while look clumsily presented. 


I recall when I was a Physical 
Training instructor in the Army, 
when women underwent their 
training under male supervision, 
how the recruits would come in and 
after half an hour gymnastic train- 
ing would look like a parade of 
bedraggled has-beens. Those who 
were real stragglers and mal- 
ingerers were soon spotted and ear 
marked for special attention by all 
the training staff, whether Drill In- 
structors or we members of the 
Physical Training Corps. 


There was one particular young 


blonde, who probably fet that she 
was something special because she 
would give the impression that PT 
was just not her scene. I think she 
also felt that she would prefer to 
do her training in the horizontal 
position. Not a tart exactly, but cer- 
tainly a good looker and one who 
gave the impression that she was 
alright between the sheets. 


After the ten weeks introductory 
training I decided to have words 
with her. She had one of those ‘I'm 
from the upper crust and was 
educated at Roedean’ type voices 
and this surprised me when I call- 
ed her to the Company office to tell 
her of her failed marks. I sur- 
prised that she paled visibly and 
said something like ‘Oh my God. 
Whatever will daddy say?’ Honest- 
ly I just could not believe my ears. 
It turned out that Daddy was 
something special in the Upper 
Echelon in the Army. Up to then 
it was obvious that Daddy had been 
her protector. I told her that no way 
was 1 prepared to bullshit her 
marks. She was so terribly sorry 
Corporal...she did so want to make 
it to OCTU don’t you know...I felt 
my heckles rising by the 
minute...and in the end I told her 
that she merited a bloody good 
hiding because she was a shirker. 
To my surprise even further, she 
agreed! You are right Corporal she 
comes across with...“Now or 
later?” Just as though she was say- 
ing you're place or mine. I told her 
that I would see her in the gym at 
19.30 hours that night. 


She turned up in tight gym shorts 
that left more of her backside 
showing than they covered... gave 
her some thirty minutes intensive 
training and she came through with 
flying colours as well as having her 
shapely breasts pop out over the 
top of her vest, the gym shorts 
worked the way into the crease of 
her lovely bottom and this she 
seemed to emphasise each time she 
had occasion to turn her back to 
me. I let her shower and she still 
had to put those skimpy clothes 
back on...I stayed with her to in- 
crease the shame of being watch- 
ed by a man as she soaped 
herself... 


“How did I make out?’ she asked 
as she dried herself briskly. 


“You have just proved that you 
were malingering.* I told her. 


“But will I pass?’ she wanted to 
know. 


I begrudgingly agreed that she was 
fit enough to take on further 
training. 


“And the punishment?’ she asked 
quietly almost invitingly. 


Now what do you do with a woman 
that asks such a question? 


In the empty gymnasium I took 
her, still stripped. She mounted the 
leather hide gym horse and spread 
her legs over the sides. This blonde 
beauty was in every sense of the 
word a blonde all over and as she 
straddled the horse, she proved it. 
I had my thin stick and gave her 
a dozen really hard swipes across 
her proferred nates and when she 
scurried down she certainly rubb- 
ed the lined nates of her backside. 
She was not crying but there was 
a dewy look about her eyes. She 
even said “Thank you’ corporal, 
“will that be all?” 


That is the only occasion I have 
caned a bare bottom, but the ex- 
perience will stay with me for the 
rest of my life. 


C Fullerton., Aldershot 


Dear Editor, 


How about one of your excellent 
illustrated stories being written 
about a girl who, having been 
earlier initiated MOST unwilling- 
ly into CP by her older cousin 
Gillian, swears revenge assisted by 
her 2 flat mates. They lure Gillian 
to their flat, ‘innocently’ entice her 
to lean through the servery hatch 
to take hold of a tray of drinks etc 
— where upon the hatch, suitably 
cut away in a semi circle at its 
lower edge, is swiftly slid down, 
and secured on the side furthest 
away from the victim. Gripped by 
the hatch Gillian is then leisurely 
stripped naked except for stockings 
and suspender belt, and the girls 
take it in turns to torment and 
spank Gillian's invitingly parted 
buttocks while the other two sit in 
the kitchen watching the expres- 
sions on her face and ordering her 
to tell them what is being done to 
her. You could even have one of 
them ring a boyfriend inviting him 
to come round, while Gillian has 
to listen to the phone call. Then all 
3 girls would stay in the kitchen 
while the boyfriend would go 
straight into the lounge — what a 
vision — what a position! 


Incidentally whenever the girls in 
your stories start off by being full 
dressed PLEASE show her fully 
dressed in the first picture(s) of the 
accompanying illustrations — its 
the later contrasts that prove mind 
blowing! 


Thanks. 
LW Leigh 


DID YOU GET IT?? 


If you didn’t you soon will, because all the back 
numbers of your favourite magazines BLUSHES, 
SUPPLEMENT, UNIFORM GIRLS and WHISPERS 
are still available. Just send to the 
address below, we'll also send you some amazing 
special offers. 


What's Available 


BLUSHES No.1 to No.35 £6 each 
SUPPLEMENT No.1 to No.14 £5 each 
SUPPLEMENT No.15 to No.22 £6 each 
UNIFORM GIRLS No.1 to No.10 £5 each 
UNIFORM GIRLS No.11 to No.20 £6 each 
WHISPERS No.1 to No.7 £5 each 


Post within Europe is free (Outside Europe add £1 per item). 


We try for return of post and certainly send under 
plain cover. 
Make Cheques and PO’s payable to: 
‘PRESS SALES’ 15 Wastdale Road, London SE23 


